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Chaptbb I. 

'*A weaver Mi »t hiB loom, 

Flingiiig his shuttle fast, 
And » thread that should wear till the hour of doom 

Was added at every cast'- 

1837. 

It was early morning in early November, and the 
chimes of St. Mary's, Hurstwick, ringing out the hour 
of three fell gratefully upon the ear of Boles, head 
gamekeeper to Dame Vernon, as he stood ankle^eep 
in the rotting leaves of Feringham Wood. For him 
and his subordinate this was the very witclung hour, 
demanding their utmost vigilance. '' If nothing hap- 
pened" between three and five a.m., the keepers 
might reckon upon getting comfortably to bed a little 
after seven. But then one never knew ; and Boles 
could tell of desperate encounters fought out to the 
bitter end in the broad daylight of a wintry mom. 
These late a£Fairs annoyed him, and his cruel strength 
degenerated into sheer savageness whenever curtail- 
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ment Uireatened his houre of slumber. The patent 
for his looal sobriqu^ — " B.B.B." (Brutal Brimstone 
Boles) — was uomistakeably engroBsed upon his ooim- 
teuance, and endorsed whenever he opened his lips, 
from which eurses tumUed witii bb much noise and 
naturalness as water in flood on the remoral of a 
sluice. Looal poaohers indeed, avoided Feringham 
Wood, deterred from making raids thereon as much 
bj the proverbial ferocity of Boles, as by the extra- 
ordinary precautions taken by Dame Vernon to prevent 
ingress or egress. She was no " sportswoman," yet 
was the first of ^e local landed proprietors to take 
advantage of the new law permitting the employment 
of a second keeper. She bred her game solely for 
the market, and as she would neither "let" the 
shooting nor permit sportsmen upon her land, was 
regarded with contempt and dislike by her neigh- 
bours, who never acknowledged her existence by look 
ac salutation. For this ostracism she cared not a jot, 
bat derived an immense amount of satisfaction from 
the fact that she was, at this date, the sole possessor 
in tb.e ooonty of the beautiful ring-neoksd pheasant. 
And very jealously these birds were guu^ded, so 
jealously, indeed, that two young fellows in search of 
adventure had plotted to assault the stronghold and 
carry off cme of t^ oherisbed fowls. The affair 
originated in a vtSLger, Tmu Bonaldson, the Hurstwiok 
banker's son, betting his friend, " Lord Jim " (other- 
wise known as Lord James Bagshot Warner), third 
B<m (rf the Marquis of Pierhanq>ton, that he dared 
not attempt so risky a performance. Jim at once 
took the bet, Tom deciding to be present to see fair 
|day, which he said was the better half of the fun. 
They were aware that Boles' . aoboxdinate. Bloke 
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had been dismissed from his post ten days ago, they 
knew also that two days back the keeper had not 
succeeded in finding a substitute. What time, there- 
f(Hre, could be better than the present, for the 
premeditated attack! They counted upon their 
excellent disguise for concealing their identity, and 
besides assuming wigs and garments foreign to their 
habit, had arranged to speak, should speech be 
obligatory, in the broadest dialect of the county. 

The point of the joke with these young men, and 
one which hugely de^ghted them, was that they, 
in praprid personcp., had feed Boles two days previously 
to show them the ring-necked pheasants. Thegr 
then saw for the first time, and with scmiething lil^ 
dismay, the one long, narrow, devious trafl which 
was evidently the only route from the pheasants^ 
huts to the single gate leading to the high road. It 
would prove '*a bigger job" than they had ex- 
pected, but tiie greater the difficulty, the greater tibe 
g^ory. 

Ilie moon rode hig^ in a sky almost cloudless ; its 
steldy, dvsamy passage above the wood marked by 
the ghostly multiplioation upon its floor of the weird,, 
denuded trees. Here and there among the fallen 
leaves maa-traps were hidden, the boards that 
once gave warning of their presence hanging defaced 
and unreadable from the bare timber above, the 
unmelodious plajrthings of all the winds of heaven,, 
but the special joy of Boles. Viat individual found 
cause for rejoicing at this moment in the brightnesa 
ot the vif^ty but the wind was rising, and that bank 
of donds to the north might be driven across the 
moon's face in no time. This possibility was the 
wp re m e hope ol the amateur poachers, who» deter- 
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mined that "Boles »olua Bhonld prore no match for the 
two <A them, intended to be outside the wood with the 
coveted bird before he became aware of their proximity. 
Once ont of the wood thi^ were safe, for, as the law 
them stood, a poacher oonld only be captured if foond 
in. the preserve. 

As the last notes of St. Mary's ohimee fell on the 
silent air Boles detected an approaching footstep, 
and was at once on the alert. As it advanced he 
raoognised it to be that of his new assistant RandaU, 
a fdlow of nineteen, whose ^countenance formed a 
striking contrast to that of his principal. Fred 
Bandall lived with his parents at the South Lodge 
of Pierton Abbey, and it was in direct opposition 
to their wishes that he engaged himself to Boles. 
But the young man was in love, and imagined that 
by working night and day for a tame he might 
hasten the advent ctf hii far-off veddingnjay. 
Boles bad cndered him to watch the north side 
of the wood where the ring-neoked birds were 
located ; but he was not smrprised to see the young 
man approaching — h« might have someUiing to report. 
When, however, no r^Knt was forUiccHuing, the 
elder man, always suspicioos of his subordinates, said 
sharply under his breath, " You haven't been sleepin*, 
yon dog f It'll prove a bad night's rest for you if 
you have ! " 

" No, no, Boles — not sleeping, no, no ; but I'm, 
quite ready tox Bedfordshire," replied the young 
fellow in his natural voice. 

" Cnise you ! You're talking as if it were broad 
daylight instead o' three o'clock in the momin*. 
Those cursed ways '11 never make a keeper of you." 

'* I wish it was six. that's wfa»t I wish," njauMl 
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Randall, as he examined kb gun. '^I thought the 
walk might ronae me, bat I'll get back now.'* 

And he smothered a yawn. 

**Ay, get back, you idle, good-for-nothin' hoond, 
an* don't let me find any o* they ringers missin', or 
't wull be wnss for you afore nightfall. Hist ! What's 
that ! There's 8<»nean up at they ringers, I'm certain, 
an' you, you ▼illin,][oome off a-purpose to leave 'em to it ! 
Cmseyou ! Yon shall pay for your villiny, as sure's my 
name's Ben Boles an' Queen Vict'ry's on the throne ! " 

** 'Tis nothing but a twig snapping, Boles," returned 
the younger man, now wide awake ; '' but I'll run on, 
and if 'tis any poacher-body I'll whistle for you." 

*' Ah, you'd go forrard, an' tell yer friens' Boles is 
ocMnin', so as they may get clear off wi' their ill-gotten 
gains," snarled the other. '' You'll just stay wi' me, 
though, d'ye hear ? " 

^' All's quiet now, you see," said Randall, upon 
whom the sharp speech of Boles made little impression. 

^^ Curse you ! Hold yer tongue ! There 't is agen. 
*Tis one o' they cursed air-guns — ^I know 'em." And 
the speaker broke into a run. 

During the foregoing fitful talk the two were hurry- 
ing along one of the narrow glades leading to the 
ncnrth side of the wood, and the second report evidently 
proceeded from their near vicinity. Boles imme- 
diately stopped, and, seizing his companion, who was 
for pressing forward, compelled him to stand behind a 
broad tree trunk, where the two waited in breathless 
silence for some minutes. 

The elder man was well aware that no one could 
scale the high, impenetrable hedge surrounding the 
wood, and that no one could leave it from the north 
without ptiffffTig the line of vision commanded by his 
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present standpoint, so he waited like a dog with ears 
raised and the cahnness of suppressed excitement. 

Within forty yards, but hidden by the undergrowth, 
lay one of the cherished pheasants, its pretty white, 
and now crimsonHstained, neokUce standing out clearly 
from the dark plumage it encircled. Though the 
bird was dead its destroys had nob yet claimed his 
unlawful prey. Jim, die shooter, and his friend, Tom, 
were hidden, like the keepers, behind a tree-trunk, 
for they had heard approaching footsteps and 
muffled voices, doubtiess called into action by the 
faint report of the nobl^nan's gun. 

*' Hang it, Jim, you ought not to have had a second 
shot, you know," said Bonaldson, beneath his breath. 
** B.B.B.'s getting up steam, and, by all the powers, 
he's got a helper, too ! We shall have the dickens to 
pay before we get out of this ! " 

Bonaldson was not anxious about his bet : what 
was money compared to fun like this ! But his 
nature was the more cautious, and all at once, struck 
by a newly-suggested danger, he whispered, as he 
laid a detaining hand on his friend's arm, '' Oive 
me the gun, Jim ; no more firing on any consideration. 
Give me the gun, I say." 

'" Shut up, and be hanged to you ! " returned the 
other, as he looked with something like affection 
upon the weapon he carried, and which, to an inex- 
perienced eye appeared to be nothing more formidable 
than an ordinary walking-stick. 

Jim was fair, his bearing aristocratic, his figure 
aEud stature, now masked by ill-fitting garments, 
faultless ; his nose, distorted by red and black paint, 
strictly classical ; his mouth, beneath that false 
atubble, firm almost to obstinacy^ Ronaldscm was 
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dark-akimied, with colour in the cheeks ; his hair, 
under that chestnut wig, jet-black and wavy; Us 
eyes hlack and shining, his whole expression winning. 

^' Leave the wretched fowl then, and come on. 
We've not a moment to lose." 

*' Qet ! ** was the sole but significant response. 

Boles had just arrived at the conclusion that Randall 
had been right in accrediting the noise they had heard 
to the snapping of a bough, when his sharp ears de- 
tected a nmning movement, instantaneously followed 
by the sight of a pair of legs in the act of flight. Bush^ 
ing from his hiding-place, foUowed by Randall, he 
cried in stentorian tones : 

'' Hold, there ! Stan' i' the Queen's name ! " 

But the 1^8 flew faster and faster. 

Boles, who had known the ins and outs of the 
wood from boyhood, did not waste time in pursuing 
the fugitives along the winding trail, but struck back 
among the trees, and presently came up within three 
yards of the repeating figures, for he now saw there 
were two men, one well in advance of the othw. But 
the nm had rendered him breatMess, and, as he 
paused, he raised his gun, shouting : 

'" Stan' ! or in God's name you're dead men ! " 

CSick went the gan, but it missed fire, and as the 
fugitives sped on, the hindmost turned for a moment 
to dangle the bird within the enraged gamekeeper's 
si^t, and, with a ydtt of triumph, rnshed towards the 
gate not more than twenty yards distant. 

The moon was now completely hidden. 

Bdee, with muttered imprecations, turned again 
to avail himsdf of a short cut by means of which he 
knew he could prevent one, if not both, of the thieves 
making good his escape. The path now made a rapid 



8 AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 

descent, which was oontiniied right under the little 
gate as far as the high road, from whence it lay quite 
a dozen yards. 

Ronaldson had already scaled the pointed wooden 
palings of the small high barrier to freedom, and, 
finding all quiet in the road, turned to encourage his 
friend to greater effort. 

Randall had not followed Boles, but appeared to 
be running after the fugitiyes along the winding path. 
When close upon the heels of Jim (who half turned to 
look over his shoulder) he called out in hoarse, breath- 
less tones : 

"Fly, Lord James, fly! He'll kill somebody 
to-night for sure ! " 

"So, so," returned Jim, who was fast losing his 
wind. " That's Randall, is it ? Good Randall." 

" For Gk)d's sake fly ! or there'll be murder ! " 
cried the young keeper in agonised tcmes which he 
dared not raise. 

But there was the gate. The foolish escapade was 
all but concluded, and no harm done. 

Ronaldson waited in breathless suspense as Jim 
paused for an infinitesimal space to gather strength 
for the leap. 

But just then, at the very moment when he was 
within two yards of safety Boles appeared, and had not 
Jim instantly retreated that heavy upraised fist would 
have given him his quieitu. Ronaldson having once 
cleared the gate, found it impossible without assist- 
ance to get back into the wood, owing to the great 
drop in the path. He could not even attack Boles 
in the rear, for the top of his billycock alone appeared 
above the barrier. With a savage back-handed blow 
the keeper knocked that off, but he was not to be 
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decoyed by Jim's endeayonr to lure him from his post 
of yantage. This manoeuvre, indeed, served only to 
excite his wrath against Randall. 

'' Hi ! Randall, you villin ! " he cried, '' if you don't 
bring the cursed rogue here in two minutes, I'll break 
every bone in yer body ! " 

The young keeper at once disappeared, apparently 
determhied to seize the miscreant, but when dose 
upon him he whispered, "' Qet round to the left," — 
counsel Jim endeavoured as stealtiiily as possible to 
carry out. But his blood fired, not only by opposition 
and excitement, but by the probabilities of diiscovery 
and detention, he determined to shoot the brute and 
clear the gate over his prone body. Boles, too, was 
prepared to shoot ; he would stand no more of this 
cursed noDeeDae ; and, detecting Jim's advance upon 
his left, he turned and raised his gun in that direction. 
The tension was terrible ; even the moon peered out 
from the veiling clouds, to see this duel atsuch excep- 
tionally close quarters, while Ronahlson (who had 
recov^ed and replaced his hat and wig) hung on by 
his hands to the pointed palings, a cold sweat en- 
wrapping him. '' Caick ! " '' Snap ! " Both men had 
fired, but as Boles touched the trigger, Randall rushed 
forward, and, striking the keeper's gun upwards, 
himself received the contents of Jim's, and fell help- 
lessly upon his senior. While Boles was pinned to 
the ground, not alone by the dead weight of tiie 
younger man, but by the force with which his head 
struck the gate behind him, the two young fellows, 
whose attempt to make fun had turned out so disas- 
trously, fied, with scared faces, beating hearts and 
clamant consciences along the highway to Hurstwick. 



Chaftxb II. 

We h&ve no friend but Resolution. — Aktont akd Glbopatra^ 

At length Bonaldson, as they neared the Abbey, 
managed to jerk out the words; " Go— to your — 
father, Jim. Tell— him. He'll help— you." 

And that advice but emphasized the desperate 
nature of the position. For though the Marquis was 
not a severe father, one who visited the slightest 
deviation on the jMtrt of his sons from the strict line 
of right with unflinching rigour, he had ever since Jim's 
ninth birthday, the day on which his wife, the beau- 
tiful young Marchioness met sudden death, cut himself 
adrift alike from acquaintances, friends, and relatives. 

Yet surely, in this terrible emergency, he would 
devise a way of escaper for Jiin, if only to preserve 
the ancient and time-honoured name of Warner from 
disgrace, lliere had been some talk of the young 
lord taking a trip to America or the Continent, and 
if he left the town at this juncture his departure 
would excite neither suspicion nor comment. But 
the Marquis must supply the necessary funds. 

So to the east wing of the Abbey, whither the 
Marquis had removed and located himself since the 
death of his adorable wife, and where, surrounded by 
everything that could remind him of his loss, he for- 
bade anyone to visit him unannounced, or occupy 
rooms in that quarter, sped Jim. A father, like 

10 
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** the biotiher '- of the Proverbs, is sorely "' bom lor 
akdveisity " was his nn^oken thou^i. Indeed, to 
whom cdse eould he go t The gallowB-tree wiUim 
the past half -hour had sprung up to bar his path ; 
his only escape therefrom, as he dumbly reasoned, 
by means his fathw would devise. 

It never for a moment occurred to the yoong fdlow 
that the Marquis might, or ooold, r^ard this matter 
of life and death from quite another point of view ; 
that he even might refuse to lend a hdping hand in 
this dire strait. To tdl him everything — ^yee, that 
was the only way. But Jim was ignorant of the 
fact that oidy the previous day strong complaints 
had been carried to the nobleman of the disgraceful 
behaviour of his two elder scms, who, having been 
^* rustioated " during their first and last Oxford term, 
were now rejoicing in freedom from all restraints. 

With rapUl, yet cautious tread, Jim traversed the 
oorridors, and, finding his father's sitting-room door 
unlocked, entered without knocking, and scarcely 
noticed the look of alarmed displeasure with which 
the Marquis, who had not retired to bed, regarded 
this unexpected intmsioii. 

For Jim, filled with an overpowmng sense of the 
awfulnees of the late catastrophe, was obHvious oi 
the fact that his costume of country yokel must dis- 
guise his identity, was entirely unconscious that the 
head of the ring-neoked pheasant (trifling cause of dire 
calamity !) was HanglJTig from the pocket of his jacket. 

13ie Marquis had risen, as if to repel l^e intruder, 
but rcHseated ^1Tnaftlf as he recognised the voice of his 
youngest son, his lodk of angry displeasure gradually 
changing to one oi unmitigated sternness and contempt. 

What a hideous story i Contemptible in every par- 
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(dcular ! How deepioable the whole business, which, 
from first to last, without faltering or palliation, Jim 
unfolded in all its ghastly details, save only the part 
Bonaldson had borne in it. 

" What must — ^what can I do, sir 1 " 

That was the heart cry ot this young creature 
brought face to face so suddenly, so cruelly, yet 
withal so naturally, so deservedly with the huge 
terror of impending doom. Doomed he believed 
himself to a shameful death unless a way of escape 
were at once opened up. Doomed at an age when 
life is so beautiful, so desirable, such a land of sweet 
promises ! 

And what could be the matter with the Marquis 1 
Was he deaf to this woeful story ? Was he blind to 
the approaching horror ? Why was he so cold, so 
indifferent ? 

Jim paused expectantly, refusing to listen to the 
inward voice, which began to whisper his appeal for 
help had been made in vain. 

** Do ? '' echoed the Marquis. '' Begone ! " 

" How ? — ^where ? " faltered the culprit, too dazed 
to be sensible of the feeble nature of his questionings. 

" How you like and where you like. The world, 
fortunately, is wide — ^put as much of it between us as 
you can, and never cross my path again ! " 

Turning as he spoke to a cash-box beside him, he 
rapidly counted out some twenty guineas in gold, 
then, fixing a stem, contemptuous gaze on the de- 
moralised-looking being before him, he said, in clear, 
biting tones : 

'' Take that and begone ! At once, too, if you 
wish to save your skin from the hangman and your 
sainted mother's name from disgrace. Remember, 
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from henceforth yoa are no son of mine ; I will not 
tolerate you on the premises, and herewith I solemnly 
disown and disinherit you ! A son of mine, a son of 
hers to torn thief and morderer ! Good God ! how 
terrible 1 " 

Thra, seeing that the boy stood, as it were trans- 
fixed, with wide, staring eyes, tears frozen upon his 
cheeks, body and soul alike numbed by this unlooked- 
for hustmesB, the Marquis exclaimed, striking the 
table as he did so : 

" Go ! D'ye hear t " 

Hear f Who could help hearing t 

Stung by the taunting, cruel words, Jim's musdee 
relaxed, and with a ory of mingled anguish and bitter^ 
ness, he fled trom the room, leaving the gold untouched 
upon the table. 

But, in passing along the oorridors to his own 
chamber, he passed also the boundary that marks off 
youth from manhood, a transition full of danget when 
effected in the teeth of a father's maledictions, and 
with the sound of soafFoId-making impelling one to 
instant action. 

Yet there was no appearance of haste in Lord James 
Warner's moTements as he changed the disguising 
ooetume for a thick, serriceable suit but lately re- 
turned from tJlie tailor. Very quietly he gathered 
hia few trinkets tt^ether and placed them with the 
miniature portraits of the Blarquis mid Marchioness, 
two changes of linen and the yoke's suit in a small 
porbnanteau. 

His mind was made up ; he would take the coach 
which passed Brickington toll-bar at seven, and he 
would go abroad. He would be his own saviour from 
disgraoe and death. So far so good. 
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Then his callow, untrained manhood counselled 
him to preserve his dignity at all costs, and, as banish- 
ment was a necessity, to make a virtue of it. 

Still preserving a calm demeanour, young Jim sat 
down and wrote as follows : 

To the mofit noble the Marquis of Pierhampton. 

My Lord, — I write these few lines to inform you that I am leav- 
ing Hurstwiok and the ooontiy at seven this morning, and you 
UMd be under no appiehension that I shaU ever trouble you again. 
You have disowned me, and I, I have sworn solemnly to God that 
I will never acknowledge your relationship to me, ana remain 

Your lordship*s obedient servant^ 

The Abbey, November, 1837. Jamis. 

Carefully sealing this document, with which he was 
evidently well pleased, he carried it to the bedside of 
the servant who usually attended upon him, but who 
had understood his young master would be absent for 
eight-and-forty hours, so had retired to his room at 
midnight. 

. ^' Beckton," said Jim, as he bent over the recumbent 
figure, 'Tm back earlier than I expected. The 
fact is, if I can catch the coach at Brickington toll- 
bar at seven — and I've heaps of time — I shall be able 
to join people who are leaving for New York to- 
morrow. Don't disturb yourself ; I've packed my 
traps — ^the less I take the better — and Mr. Bonaldson 
will walk to the coach with me. Say good-bye to 
everybody, Beckton, and tell them to keep up their 
spirits till I come back. The Marquis knows I'm going, 
but be sure you send this letter up to him with his 
shaving water." 

Meanwhile Bonaldson, after creeping stealthily to 
his home in the High-street to remove his disguise, 
and, if possible, obtain money for his friend, was 



AN OATH IN HBAVEN 15 

awaiting the result oi Jim's interview with the Marquis 
at one of the side entranoes to the Abbey. 

Shivering in the ohiU of the November morning, 
with a guilty dread at his heart lest he should be 
pounced upon in the darkness by the avenger of blood, 
he was presently relieved to see Jim appear attired 
for travelling and carrying a portmanteau. 

He did not speak to Tom, though aware of his 
presence, for, taking him by tiie arm, he hurried into 
the broad caniage-drive now flooded by the moonlight. 

Tom was soared by his friend's unusual manner. 
That he was under the influence of strong emotion 
was very evident, but it was emotion in which regret 
and deqMur had no part. 

Pausing ib the centre of the drive and immediately 
in front of the Abbey the young nobleman uncovered 
his heady and in tones of deep and awe-striking 
solemnity, exclaimed : 

" God do so to me, as I fear I have done to my poor 
playmate, if ever I letom to Hurstwiek, w ever again 
call the Marquis of Pierhampton father ! The 
Almighty be my witness' thi^ as he has disowned me, 
I now and for ever disown him ! " 

Bef^acing his hat, he turned to tiie dumb-stricken 
Bonaldsofii 

^* Tom, my good friend, good-bye. We have be^i 
a couple of f ods and are like to pay dear for our 
folly. Frmn henoef or^ our paths lie asunder. Never 
seek to know where I am uot what has become of me. 
Bemember I am as truly dead to you from this time 
forward as though I hung on the gallows-tree. Go 
home. Forget this night — forget you have ever 
known me. I do not say ^ change your ways,' you 
will do that without one. word from me. Say nothing 
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to a living soul about to-ni^t's work. I owe that 
much to the Marquis, and he knows nothing of your 
oonneotion with it." 

The two were hurrying down the l<mg carriage- 
driye, and Jim spoke with great rapidity as though 
he feared interruption. 

''That was Randall I shot, Tom, I told you 
so before. Poor fellow, he recognised me, he 
wanted to saye me. Ood grant I have not killed 
him ! " And the speaker's voice quivered with 
emotion. *' We ought not to have 1^ him, Tom ; 
we might have saved him. Now it is too late — ^too 
kte!" 

Bonaldson more than once tried to speak, but Jim 
gave him no opening. With a catch in his breath he 
continued : 

''For you all is well, and you need not scruple 
to throw blame upon me if suspicion points to you. 
Your hands are free from stain ; as for me I go forth 
with the brand of Gain upon my brow ! " 

" No, no, dear Jim,'' cried Ronaldson, with break- 
ing voice. *' You must not say that ; you only fired 
in self-defence.'' 

" Bah ! " returned the other, brusquely. " Had I 
any business there ? But we won't waste the few 
minutes we have together; what's done can't be 
undone, more's the pity. Now I want you to execute 
one or two commissions for me, Tom. This " — and 
here the young lord took a tiny packet from his coat- 
pocket — "is for Randall. Leave it at the South 
Lodge to-morrow — ^no, to-day, I mean. You will 
have to feign surprise at his illness. Pray God you 
find him alive. Tell the old folks if — well, if you can't 
see him — ^that as I was leaving the town for a time I 
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wished to give him a amall parting gift in memory 
of the old days when he and I played together. It 
is my breast-broooh, the one set with eight rabies, 
and, if he should ever find himself in need — ^you see, 
Tom, I can't help hoping — ^it would bring him a 
few shillings; and if he gets well he will value 
it more than money. But you must never let him 
want.** 

" I never will," said Tom. 

Then producing an unwieldy parcel carelessly 
wrapped in brown paper, the young nobleman pro- 
ceeded. 

^' And this is the fateful bet. I could not leave it 
in my room ; you must dispose of it." 

Tom's fingers closed over the dead pheasant with 
a thrill of horror. 

'^ I am taking the disguise with me," continued 
Jim, as though he feared the emotion under which 
he was labouring would overpower him. ^' I may find 
it useful, and it would not have been wise to leave it 
behind." 

Tom was astonished at the methodical way his 
firiend had gone to work ; he appeared to have sealed 
up every avenue against suspicion. 

Instinctively they hushed their voices as they passed 
the North Lodge, and just as they stepped on to 
Brickington hi^^way St. Mary's chimes rang out the 
hour of six. 

"' I shall manage the coach comfortably, and when 
I'm outside it I can decide where to go." 

Bonaldson, who knew himself to have been the 
prime mover in this disastrous affair, could not now 
restrain the evidences of his grief and exclaimed 
brokenly : 

2 
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" But teU me, Jim, where maj I write to you ? " 

" Tom, there will be no writing between as. I told 
you just now that from this time forth I am dead to 
you and to Hurstwick. My mind is quite made up. 
Tou heard my oath. When I enter the coach, indeed, 
now at ihia very momrait, I am nameless and homeless." 

" But, Jim, the Marquis did not mean what he said ; 
he spoke in a passion, and will have repented before 
to-morrow." 

" He repent ! He forgive ! You don't know what 
you're talking about, Tom, and you dcm't know the 
Marquis either. I didn't till I went to his rooms just 
now. Bah ! don't speak of him. He's not a man — 
mere skin and bone, with a tongue that bites and 
stings Uke a serpent's tooth. I was an ass to think 
he would help me." 

^^ But a father can't disown his son, Jim ; that 
is pure nonsense. Once a father always a father, 
and once a son always a son." 

" Just shut up, old fellow, and talk sense, or hold 
your tongue altogether. I know what I'm talking 
about^ But it's time you got back ; you've to go to 
bed, you know." 

" Didn't the Marquis give you any money, Jim ? " 
said Bonaldson, anxiously. 

" Give me money ? Of course he did ; but d'ye 
think I'd touch it ? — sell my birthright like Esau for 
a matter of twenty pounds sterling ? I shall do well 
enough without him and his money, and the beauty 
of it is I have now no position to maintain," and a hard 
laugh accompanied the harsh delivery. 

Then, arrived at a turn in the road, from which the 
toll-gate was visible, the friends stopped, and Jim, 
taking Ronaldson's hand, said in tones vibrant with 
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leadive, ^* Understand, Tom, this is good-bye for ever^ 
Fm never coming baok." 

"' Oh,, dash it all f cried Bonaldson, now all bufc 
sobbing. '' I'll come with you." 

"' If yon try that game, Tom, I'll shoot myself. I 
mean what I say." Then in gentler voice the young 
lord proceeded, ^^ No, you must stay here and do your 
best to make somethii^ out of life. I'm an old man 
since three o'clock this morning, yet I've no right to 
turn parson;" 

But, Jim," besought Bonaldson, in choking tones, 

I feel certain Boles is only stunned, and perhapa 
there's no great harm done to Randall ; then you 
could come back, say in a year or two ? " 

'" Never i " rejoined the other, with convincing 
emphasis — '" never I Make no mistake, I'm never 
coming back ! " 

" But you musty Jim," implored the other ; '^ I 
tell you what it is, I won't have my hair cut till you 
do!" 

And the two parted at Brickington toll-gate with 
a hearty handgrasp and the cheerless laugh this mad 
little vow had raised; Tom's sole consolation iAkef 
fact that, unsuspected by his firiend, he had slipped 
a purse of £20 (the amount of the wager) into the 
traveller's coat-pocket. 

But during the long coach ride young Jim (he was 
barely nineteen) had ample time to consider his 
position. And he did not disguise from himself thai 
loneliness, heartache, possibly physical destitution, 
lay ahead. He saw himself a sapling loosened from 
its native soil by the wind of his own folly, uprooted 
by the hurricane of his father's anger. But as he 
recalled the stem and cruel words " Herewith I 
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solemnly disown and disinherit yon," his jroung heart 
swelled afresh with wounded pride and bitter resent- 
ment, and for the third time he repeated the oath which 
cut him adrift from kith and kin. It seemed, indeed, 
an easy matter to oast off a father who lacked the most 
elemental instincts of fatherhood, while, as for his 
brothers, Jim had long abhorred their ways and 
shunned their company. And Ood, the universal 
Father, would not forsake him. What were those 
words his mother had taught him in childhood's days, 
" None of them that trust in Him shall be desolate." 
God was surely on his side ; it was God he had called 
upon to witness and assist him in the keeping of lus 
oath. 

So reasoned Lord Jim with youth's pathetic ignor- 
ance of the many and marvellous possibilities of the 
mystery called life. All his thoughts were directed to 
the keeping of his oath, and it never once occurred 
to him that a time might come when he would give all 
he possessed to be able to abjure it. Would He, 
Whose aid he now so confidently invoked, assist him 
thBtk ! 



Chapteb III. 

Had you then 
Diaoouned wim him. 
Of his own bnsinees and the goings-on 
Of earth and sky, then truly you had seen 
That in his thoughts there were ohscurities. 
Wonder and admiration, things that wrought 
Not less than a religion in his heart. 

— Wordsworth. 

It is the Vesper hour in the month of October, 1846, 
and the mountains clustering at the head of a mag- 
nificent valley in the Calif omian Sierras await with 
hudied, yet tremulous expectancy their nightly Fare- 
well from the Sun-God. For one intense, brief moment, 
crimsoning beneath his glance they stand, mute, in 
rapt ecstacy, a shining throng. 

llien with swift wing swoops Night, eager as a 
liberated bird of prey to snatch from the stricken Day- 
light its last vestiges of strength and beauty. Already 
in mournful monotones the falling waters chant its 
funeral dirge» and depression and desolation reign in 
that mountain-cluster, erstwhile a company of the 
glorified. The silver crags gleam harsh and cruel in the 
waning light, and the solitary human witness of these 
sharply-contrasted manif esta^ons of glory and gloom, 
turns with a slight shiver to kindle the pile of wood 
lying near. 

He stands en the broad, tiiick rim of a glacier-basin 

n 
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10,500 feet above sea-level, and his choice of a camping 
ground bespeaks him an experienced campaigner, for 
the neighbouring pine-thicket will afford fire, shelter 
and bed, and the small lake in the hollow of the basin 
sweet drinking water and a refreshing bath. 

As the flames mount from the kindled wood they 
illumine a strong, handsome face, a face which has 
evidently been in close contact with the fire of life. 
It is evident, too, that the man gives himself up entirely 
for the time being to whatever object demands his 
attention ; but now, as he prepares a couple of moun- 
tain quail for his supper, his thoughts are manifestly 
dissociated from the work. 

It may be the contact of his fingers with the wild 
creatures, it may be the shadow of the dwarfed-pine 
cast by the rising moon ; but whatever the cause, this 
solitary being (none other than Lord James Bagshot 
Warner) is for the time transported by memory far, 
far from the Caiifomian Alps to the heart of Old 
England, to his childhood's home at Hurstwick — ^the 
lovely Abbey of Pierton. 

So far as he is aware the law of England has 
neither attempted, nor desired, to lay a finger upon him, 
asnd he is ignorant to this very hour of the conse- 
quences of that disastrous shot, which, aimed at old 
Boles, brought down both keepers. Yet he would 
give a great deal to know himself free from the 
lihe stain of homicide. 

When, in fulfilment of his promise to the Marquis, 
^' Lord Jim " left England, he took ship for Mexico, 
and enlisted there as a private in the army of Santa 
Anna under the name of James James. In 1840, at 
liis own request, he was despatched, with his com- 
pany, to Sonoma, California, with further ofdmi from 
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OongraBS tar the sappreesion of the MissioiiB of the 
Dominican Fatiien. 

At Sonoma Jim met Don Gnadelonpe Vallejo, 
Alcalde and collector for tiie Mexican Gk)vemment. 
Hub Spaniard, anxious to perfect himself in the English 
language, and recognising Jim's superiority to the 
rare and average Englishman to be found in the 
country, offered him the post of tutor. Jim by this 
time could read, and also write, Spanish fairly well, 
and though glad to obtain his discharge from the 
Mexican army, then largely composed (particulariy 
that part of it drafted to California) of dissolute 
creatures, entered upon his new duties with little 
ardour. His tastes were all for an outdoor life, and 
he barely concealed his contempt for the Califomian 
indolence and frivolity, while their eternal fandangoes 
he loathed with his whole soul. 

But Vallejo, then about thirty, quickly impressed 
him with his unique personality, and the acquaintance 
rapidly ripened to friendship, which unlocked for 
Jim tibe Spaniard's most valued possession — a small 
library of choice books, many of them Enghsh and 
Spanish translations. As these would have been 
denounced heretical by the Fathers, Vallejo concealed 
them from every one save his nephew, Don Alvaraldo. 

This mine of enjoyment Jim was now invited to 
exploit, and therein discovered copies of works he 
remembered to have seen in the rooms of the Father 
Superior at the gigantic Religious Retreat in Puebla 
de los Angelos, Mexico ; but they, unlike these, had 
every page torn or defaced. Evidently those had been 
given up by, or taken from, recluses. 

So shallow had been his education before leaving 
Bnghmd, so scant his opportunities for study since. 
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Jim seized with avidity the mental food so unex- 
pectedly placed before him ; but the writers who 
from the first enchained his interest, and that of his 
intelligent host, were Werner and Hutton. Soon 
tutor and pupil were discussing with head and soul 
the question whether fire or water had produced the 
solids of the earth's crust. Were mountains gigantic 
crystals, or the upshot of waste material from the 
fiery womb of the world ? So, on a small stage and 
with imperfect weapons, the battle of the Plutonists 
and Neptunists was fought away in the Far, Far West, 
Vallejo, with Werner, arguing strongly for the aqueous 
origin of rocks and mountains ; Jim, with the Scotsman, 
contending with equal fierceness that their existence 
is due to volcanic upheaval. 

At length Jim resolved to do that which his host's 
social and official duties debarred him from under- 
taking. He would obey the voice which now perpe- 
tually called him from valley and height ; he would 
go and investigate for himself. 

So — Vallejo aiding and abetting — ^it was decided 
that, with the meagre assistance obtainable from the 
rare and imperfect maps of the country, Jim should 
traverse the Coast Range from Mount Shasta to San 
Jacinto, thence take the Great Spanish Trail from 
Puebla to Santa F^, and, leaving it midway, strike 
northwards to Lake Timpanogos, since known as 
Qreat Salt Lake. Should he have the luck to get so 
far, he was then to turn homewards, traverse the un- 
known region lying between the lake and the Sierra 
Nevadas, cross these latter, if possible about lat. 39^, 
and so reach Sacramento Valley and Sonoma. 

This was no light undertaking, for beyond the risk 
attending the ascent of hitherto unsealed mountains 
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and unexplored i^obb, there were hostile Indians 
and wild beasts to be reckoned with. But an in- 
vestigator welcomes difficulties and ignores dangers ; 
and days, weeks, and months passed in a life to Jim 
of indescribable charm. 

Meanwhile these same months were adding an im- 
portant chapter to the history of the United States, 
and the happy-go-lucky California Lord Jim had known 
was rapidly slipping from the loose grasp of Mexico. 
In '42 CkHnmodore Jones had audaciously hoisted the 
American flag on the Pacific Coast, while Colonel 
Freemont had struck at the heart of the country from 
its eastern side. 

Though the Calif omians were by no means in accord 
with their Mexican rulers, they naturally resented 
these intrusions, yet from sheer indolence did little 
more. 

When, howevOT, Freemont, in Jime of the very year 
which finds Jim on the Nevadas, seized on the horses 
of the Military Commandante midway between San 
Rafael and Santa Clara, captured the Sonoma Pre- 
sidio, and proclaimed Calif(»mia a dependence of the 
United States, the Calif omians rushed to arms only 
to meet disaster and defeat. 

Jim was in the vicinity of Vegas de Santa Clara — the 
halting-place of the Calif (umia and New Mexico cara- 
vans-^when he first heard of the probabilities of war, 
and at once decided he would go no further eastwards. 

Lake Timpanogos should be abandoned, and this, 
not because he felt any desire to take up arms fcnr 
either 8ide» but solely because he was seized with the 
misgiving that the safety of the only property he 
realty valued, and therefore would not carry about 
with him, might now be endangered. As the American 
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Freenuml had actnelly croesed the Nevadas, Jim 
detennined to find a way oyer them to the' San 
Joaqoin Valley and thenoe to Saonunento and 
Sonoma. 

Turning sheer westwards, he made direct for what is 
now known as Owen's I^ke, to the west of which tower 
the domes and pinnacles of the Hi^eet Sierras. 
When actually upon the mountains he found it almost 
impoesible to leave them, so greatly did they interest 
and fascinate him. Whence, he asked himself again 
and again, oame those frozen seaa over wfaieh he 
tramped, whence those hnge boulders standing here 
and there 1 Monuments, surely, they of a living, 
seething flood. 

And he knew not that one Perraudin had long 
puzzled over that same qnestion apon his native Alps, 
and had already solved it. Yet, novice as he was in 
geological lore, Jim was quick to detect the flow of 
tile immense ice-rivers, and gauge their enormous 
silent f oroe by the natural passes they had carved 
for themselves through or around all olwtaoles. 

As to the supwicv merits of either the Huttonian 
or Wemerian theories he was unable to arrive at any 
decision. What impressed him most was his own 
oolossal ignorance, hie imapeakable littfenesa. 

When the splendours of dawn and snnset displayed 
themselves ; when the atmosphere about him was 
soffnaed (like an ovw-fnll heart) with the most delioate 
and tender coloorings ; when his eye rested enchanted 
(HI the virgin whiteness of saow-olad pinnacle and 
dome ; when he stood unattended in the vast solitudes 
beneath beetling i^eci^ce, or groped his way oan- 
tionsly akmg the edge of some giganlao oaficm ; when 
his gaze was directed tohia only canopy — " the beauty 



AN OATH m HEAVEN. 27 

<rf heaven irith hiB gJoriooB ahow," — the grandeor, 
dignity, sweetnees, and sublimity of the Eternal 
Thought as oontrasted vitii his own petty pgetenmons, 
humbled him to the 'very dost. What a piece of 
ihodomtmtade tiiat oath he had bo solemnly awom, and 
which he had hitherto regarded with the oommingled 
satisfaction of the anchorite, as he feels the smart 
of self-flagellation, and the savage, as his eye rests 
on the retaliatoiy woonds he has inflicted on his enemy ! 
How small, how pitifally mean, that note in whioh, 
in stilted phiaae, he had so ghbly lenoonoed his Ood- 
given birtjuight ! 

As day foUowed day " the still small voice of the 
level tfdlight " made ite pathetic appeal to him to 
repudiate his vow, to write to the Marquis acknowledg- 
ing his relationship and beg him to let bygones be 
bygones. So it oame to pass that in the solitudes 
of the Highest Sierras Lord James Bagshot Warner 
determined to rid his soul (rf that hMtthly oath as soon 
as he should regain the haunts of men. At Sonoma 
the renunciatory letter should be written. True, 
he could not by any manner of means bring himself 
to r^nard the Marquis wit^ anything like filial affec- 
tion, but his heart no longer held any bitterness towards 
him. " The flakes of scarlet clouds burning like watch 
fires in the green sky of the horizon " had slowly 
but surely otmsnmed the canker of hatred and revenge, 
and now Jim was anxious to translate and transmit 
to his father the new fedings that animated his breast. 
So determined, he oreeps to his bedrchamber of stunted 
pine tioB early October night, and with the first streak 
of dawn he leaves-it next morning, disturbing as he 
does so his room-matee the sparrows. In the little 
lake, one of tiie full bowb of the ^^aoler basin, he 
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takes his morning dip, and breakfasts afterwards on 
the remnants of his last night's supper. 

Then he stands for a moment to give a last look 
at the unique 'beauty surrounding him. How he 
loved these Alps ! As the sun rose higher fresh 
beauties were disclosed. The highest peaks no longer 
stood alone like burning islands in a sea of liquid night. 
From Jim's point of vantage lakes one after another 
revealed themselves, sparkling like diamonds of every 
size and shape. Sharp, slender columns rearing them- 
selves towards the south caught on their northern 
side and returned the sun's greetmg, while beyond 
them a caravan of white veiled mountains filled up 
the whole horizon, summit after summit standing a- 
tip-toe to look over the shoulder of its more advanced 
companion. 

But Jim's path lay westwards and downwards, and 
speedily called upon him to take heed to his goings. 
Often was he in peril of death, often he had perforce 
to retrace his steps, often he paused to examine the 
tokens left by fire or water upon rock or soil ; but by 
nightfall he had reached the first belt of vegetation. 
Instead of the snow-fields he now had to steer his 
course through forests of superb pines, whose branches 
were divided with the mathematical regularity of toy 
trees. 

Here he fell in with a party of Indians retreating 
to their stronghold in the mountains, a retreat they 
believed undiscoverable by the white man, but which 
he now knows and delights in as the Yosemite Valley. 
They not only supplied him witii jei^ed bear's meat 
and cooked beans, but gave him the very latest news 
from the seat of war. The whole country was up 
in arms, they said. Mont^Rey, Yerba Buena, Santa 
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Barbara, Lo6 Angeles, and Sonoma were in the hands 
of the Americans, who had seized all horses and cattle 
at the presidios and missions. Don Vallejo had been 
taken prisoner, but released on parole after six days' 
captivity. There was fighting, too, in New Mexico ; 
and Santa F6, it was reported, had fallen to the 
invaders. 

These tidings decided Jim to strike a bargain with 
the old Indian chief, Tenaya, for a fleet horse and sack 
of oats. He then pushed forward, and forty-eight 
homn after leaving the Indians found himself on the 
Foot Hills of the Nevadas. Here, among the Big 
Trees, progress was less rapid, and in his search for a 
trail, however faint, his attention and interest were 
claimed by tokens, as he conjectured, of a primeval 
river-bed. Could he have stumbled upon the bed of 
one of the four immense subterranean rivers upon 
which tradition said the Nevadas stood ? Tethering 
his horse to a black oak-tree, he stooped to make a 
closer inspection, when the sudden, unnatural darken- 
ing of the air and a faint moan, assured him 
that a human being was in extremis in his near 
vicinity. 

Hurriedly rising, he ran towards a ragged-looking 
object he descried at the entrance to one of the cross- 
valleys, the rocky sides of which were still clothed with 
manzanita and chamiso. On closer inspection the 
ragged object resolved itself into a man in a state of 
coUapee, botii legs broken, torn and bleeding. No 
wonder the vultures hovered expectantly about him, 
but Jim would balk them of their prey. 

Fortunately he had taken the precaution to replenish 
his water-flask before leaving the heights, and now, 
partially filling his horn-cup therefrom, he added half 
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the contents of a phial of agua mrdenie Vallejo had 
given him. 

With infinite diffioolty he admimsteied the draught, 
and when at length signs of returning consciousness 
were apparent, he was quite unprepared for the token 
of joyful recognition which leapt into the dimmed ejres 
of the sufferer as they rested upon his benefactor. 
The stranger was evidently an Englishman and not, 
as Jim had at first conjectured, an American. Yes, 
he certainly knew those rugged features, though he 
could not at once give a name to their owner. 

But memory assisted him, and as he cried *' Why, 
Isaac, how come you here ? " he recognised in the 
wounded man one of two brothers named Bennett, 
who formed part of the crew of the vessel in which 
he shipped for Mexico nine years ago. The men were 
so superior to the ordinary drinking sailor then 
emfdoyed that Jim had quickly conceived a liking for 
them, and had more tiian once shielded them from the 
wrath of the fiery little Mexican captain. Strange 
that one of the brothers should turn up here and now ! 
But stranger still, after giving a brief account of 
himself, is the request Bennett makes that *^ Mr. 
James " shall accept certain specified property of his 
to be found ''in a cave, back of Big Tree yonder," 
on the understanding that all else he finds there he 
will have conveyed to Sarah Bennett, Isaac's only 
sister now in England. Jim finds little difficulty in 
acceding to a request made under such sad conditions, 
but idiere in England is the womi^ to be found ? 
'^ Miss Sarah Bennett ? " he commences. '' No, no," 
the dying man feebly murmurs. * • Randall — ^Mrs. Fred 
RandaU— letters teU." ''Fred Randall?" At the 
mention of that name " Lord Jim " started as though 
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he had been shot, but Bennett was going fast. Letters 
he had mentioned. '' Whxrb are the letters ? " cried 
Jim, in such compelling tones that the sufferer, brought 
back to consciousness for a brief moment, sighed 
rather than said, ^' S'n Carlos." And Jim, who had 
bent to catch the feeble articulation, saw a smile 
jSicker over the ashen face and found himself alone 
with the dead. 

'' Blessed, thrice-blessed Bennett," he exclaimed, 
** who in the very act and circumstance of death has 
established my innocence and given me peace." 



Chapter IV. 

But those, their c^m, the moonteiiiB and the bay, 
The whole Uuxi weu^ied him down as iBtna does 
The Qiant in Mythotogy. 

Thb Lovxb's Tale« 

This chance encounter with Bennett, involving the 
trusteeship which (in utter ignorance of its magnitude) 
he had so readily undertaken, made it impossible for 
Jim to carry out his intention of going direct to 
Sonoma. On visiting the cave containing the dead 
man's property he immediately realised that the 
business of getting it to the sea-coast for shipment 
would demand not merely skill and secrecy but almost 
superhuman strength. But Jim was no carpet- 
kidght, and, like all good travellers, resourceful and 
methodical. Moreover, he was now consumed by 
the desire to prove beyond question whether Fred 
Bandall — his Fred Randall — ^were indeed alive ; and in 
making for the little port of Mont6-Bey it would be 
necessary to pass the Mission of San Carlos, where 
Bennett had said informing letters were to be seen. 
It was not, however, till the second day after Jim had 
buried Isaac beneath a black oak-tree that he and 
the small team he had collected, and which consisted of 
the horse he had bargained for with the Indians and 
two mules, set out to pick its painful way across the 
pathless and parched valley of tihe Lower San Joaquin. 
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Much valuable time was lost in seeking for a ford, 
which, when found, landed the little convoy on the 
upper part of the Great Tulare Plain. 

Here troops of antlered elk and deer were frequently 
encountered, as well as bands of wild horses. When 
these latter, in their search for food or water, rushed 
past like a mountain torrent, making the very ground 
beneath them to shake, Jim had the utmost difficulty 
in preventing his team from making a stampede and 
joining their rampant brethren. But what a glorious 
picture they made, with their glossy flanks, arched 
necks, and flowing manes and tails ! 

Then, as he neared the valleys of the Coast Range, 
wolves, or rather coyotes, were not wanting to add 
to his troubles, so that by day and by night he was 
compelled to an almost ceaseless vigilance. Of food 
he got little, and that very irregularly — ^fish when he 
rested his animals near water and a bird once in a way, 
tar though the valley abounded in game, Jim dared 
not leave his team for five minutes. 

Now and again he fell in with a stray traveller 
or two who seemed as anxious to avoid him as 
he was to evade their notice, but to his surprise he 
saw nothing of the armed forces of either belligerent 
party. 

The reason was explained when he set foot on the 
Coast Range. He learned then from the vagrant 
Indians (who, having been freed by the Mexican 
Government— f.€., disbanded from their homes at the 
various missions — now roamed shelterless and incapable 
upon the lands they were supposed to own and culti- 
vate) that the fighting was concentrated on and about 
San Pedro, Los Angeles, and San Di^o. 

The {(NPoee of both parties were all focussed in that 

3 
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neighbourhood, they said, bo that in Mant6-Rey thece 
was scarcely an American or Califomian kft capable 
of bearing arms. 

This was good news to Jim, and encouraged him 
to push forward in the hope of reaching the little port 
before the conquering army returned there. 

But he was well-nigh spent, exhausted mentally and 
physically. The intense heat of the valley, now tiie 
clammy, penetrating damp of the coast f<^, 
anxiety, sleeplessness, and want of propw food, all 
combined to undermine his splendid strength. And 
in the wake of departing strength his confidence in tiie 
wisdom and feasibility of the plans he had formed 
departed. While his beasts rested, he had ample time 
to consider, and re-consider his position, and by degrees 
he managed to convince himself that he had too 
hastily accepted as a fact the implication contained 
in Bennett's last words that Randall lived. And even 
if Randall lived. Boles might have succumbed to that 
night's injmies. But the letters the djing man had 
referred to, letters he had said were at San Carlos 
Mission — they would give him definite information on 
these points. He must have their testimony before 
he could, or indeed ought to, permit himself to rejoice in 
his own bloodguiltlessness. Yet Bennett had even 
forgotten in those last moments that his sister was 
about to marry, what more likely than that he had sub- 
stituted Randall's name by mistake for the true bride- 
;groom's ? The letters would clear up that pcnnt, but 
was it likely, urged Probability, that he would ever 
find those letters ? Would the Fathers have taken 
the trouble to preserve the belongings of a man idio 
left the Mission without a farewell, and had given no 
hint of any intention to return ? Why, San Carlos 
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itfldf bad, in all likelihood, been dismantled sinoe 
Bennett left it for the valley! Numbers of the 
Missions, abandoned eight or ten years baek, were even 
now crumbling to dust, and Jim recalled with dismay, 
that when he set out for his tour of investigation an 
imperative order for the sale of all the others by public 
auction had been received from the Mexican Congress. 
Congress orders were not always enforced in California, 
but if San Caiios had fallen under the hammer, or a 
prey to private cupidity, then farewell to all hope of 
finding Bennett's letters. 

The rainy season had commenced, and November 
was a week old when Jim and his convoy rounded 
a mountain spur at the foot of which lay the crumb- 
ling Missicm buildings of San Juan Bautista distant, 
as he was well aware, only some thirty miles from 
Mont^Bey. Though he could detect no token of 
man's presence there, the place had for him a home- 
like look, and was not without picturesqueness when 
viewed from the height. 

The early sunlight glanced tenderly over the decay- 
ing adobe, church and houses, but was caught and 
reflected by the wild oats and mustard, which disputed 
territorial rights where not so long ago the graceful 
maize had responded with a grander music to the 
invisible baton of iEkdus. 

In the two princely gardens, each from fifteen to 
twenty acres in extent, the Calif omian poppy fiaunted, 
as it had never dared to do under the regime of the 
Fathers ; the hundred, or rather thousand, fruit-trees 
which lined the walks and walls were now the orchestra 
of myriad bees and wasps ; decaying apricots and 
peaches, to say nothing of apples and pears, strewed 
the ground which vine-tendrils and wild convolvulus 
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were doing their best to oonoeal with an impenetrable 
net-work. 

After pasaing San Juan Bantista, Jim found the 
road fairly defined, and as it rose but gently, it was easy 
travelling for the animab ; but their baoks, eepeoially 
the mules, were sore, and one of the latter was lame. 
Soon, however, they would be able to rest, and with 
that possibility now within measurable distance Jim 
strove to keep up his spirits and encourage the poor 
beasts. 

At sunrise on the second morning after leaving San 
Juan, he crested the last hill-top from whence (oh ! 
welcome sight !) as far as the eye could reach, the 
sparkling waters of the Pacific were distinctly visible. 
Never did sweeter music fall on the ears of homeless 
Jim than that made by the roll of its mighty breakers 
on the beach. 

Like armies wliiBperiiig, where great echoes be. 

Below him stretched the green lawn on which the 
white-plastered, red-tiled adobe dwellings constituting 
Mont6-Bey stood ; there the low presidio from which 
now waved ^^ the Stars and Stripes " ; to the south 
the dense wood of pines he knew so well ; and here, 
in nearest proximity, the valley of Carmel and the 
cluster of buildings blown as the Mission of San Carlos. 

Suddenly, in obedience to an unconscious impulse, 
Jim was upon his knees, a '^ thank God " upon his 
lips, for out on the still, morning air floated the tones 
of the matin bell. God be praised, San Carlos was 
not then deserted ! 

A moment later ocean and town were swallowed up 
as completely as though they had never existed by 
the thick coast fog, which at the same time converted 
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the cheerful call to prayer to the muffled tones of a 
pasfliiig bdl. 

At mid-day the fog lightened somewhat, but just 
as Jim was preparing to take advantage of the change, 
his quick ear detected the sound of galloping hoo& 
bdiind. Who could be coming, friend or foe ? Surely 
all risk of harm to himself, his beasts, or the treasure 
was over and done with now ! 

Whoever the comer might be he was well mounted, 
for he covered the ground rapidly. Soon horseman 
and steed loomed large through the now quickly 
lifting fog, and then, to his intense relief, Jim recog- 
nised the features of Thomas O. Larkin, Esq., first, 
and as it proved last, U.S. C!onsul at Mont^Bey. He 
could not be mistaken, for no other man of Jim's 
acquaintance wore his hair as did Mr. Larkin. 

The exigencies of hard travel, even war itself, had 
been powerless to disturb the thick cannon-like curl, 
which, by a skilful union and twist of front locks 
with those from the back of the head rested above 
each ear and, supported from below by a shorter, 
more elegant convolution of the whisker, gave to the 
otherwise bare face of their owner the appearance of 
a light battery. 

But there was no sign of recognition on Mr. Larkin's 
countenance as he reined up beside the now stationary 
team and scrutinised the features of the man in charge 
of it. 

" Friend or foe ? " he cried. 

" Mr. Larkin, don't you know me ? " 

'' No, can't say I do, but youVe got an animal there 
I should like to have a nearer acquaintance with," 
and the Consul pointed to the Lidian steed. 

'^Surely I've not changed beyond all reoognitionji 
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Mr. Laj^in 1 I tiiink, at any rate, your brotiiar, Mr. 
Cooper, would know me, and Don VaHejo, too, I 
trust, spite of my travel-Btains," returned Jim, ignoring 
the allusion to his beast. 

^' Why, it's James ! " returned Larkin, with eridsnt 
pleasure. ^' But you're a changed man, and no mis- 
take. You're getting back from your exploring tour, 
of course, of course. And you've had experiences and 
hair-breadtii escapes, of course. And they change a 
man like the very devil. We've had experiences, too, 
since you left us, I can tell you. But you've not 
been forgotten, James. It was only the last time I 
saw Vallejo we spoke of you, and wondered whether 
you were in the body or out of the body. He guessed 
you'd turn up all right, and so you have ! " 

** Ah ! how is Vallejo ! " inquired Jim, anxious to 
divert his companion's thoughts from his team. 

*' Oh, he's all right," returned Larkin, now walking 
his horse to suit the slower movements of the burdened 
animals. ^* Freemont lodged him in Sutter's Fort for 
six days last June and then let him out on parcde. 
Vallejo's alwajrs been in favour of shunting the Mexi- 
cans, as you know, and he's a man of his word, which is 
more than can be said either of Flores or Castro. By the 

bye, Vallejo sent a small chest of your bdongings to my 
house at Mont^Bey when the Sonoma troubles began." 

Jim's spirits rose, but concealing his delight he said, 
** I'm much obliged to him and to you, too, sir. As 
you see, I'm desperately hard up for a change of gar- 
ments, and all I possess in that line is in that chest." 

^' But what have you here ? " and Larkin's gaze was 
again directed to the sacks and their bearers. Then, 
as though conscious he had asked a foolish question, 
he answered himself and Jim did not contradict. 
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*^ SpeoimeiiB, of course. I got it out of Vallejo one 
day what you were after ; but I warn you, James, that 
he and tiu^ whole lot of us are far too busy to look at 
sands and gravds. We're fighting in dead earnest 
now and haven't time to give a second or first thought 
either to Pluto or Neptune. And, James, I can't 
linger now, and you can't hurry. Like you, I'm but 
just returned from the mountains, though I have only 
been to the foot of them." 

In answer to Jim's inquiring look Larkin pro- 
ceeded, '*I had notice that an emigrant party was 
crossing by Freemont's Pass (he crossed there in '42, 
soon after you left us), and I rode out in the hope of 
meeting it and enlisting the men at once for Freemont's 
battalion. But I left my little Maisie very ill, and am 
most amdous about her and all the others. So you 
see how I'm placed." 

''Pray don't let me detain you, sir," urged Jim, 
wishing devoutly that since Larkin could not help him 
he would ride forward, but Larkin still lingered. 

You must come to us to-night, James," he said. 

I can't promise you anything better than pot luck» 
but we'll share and share alike." 

You're very kind, but I couldn't think of intruding 
upon Mis. Larkin in this disreputable condition, I 
really couldn't. You've sickness in the house, too. 
Besides, I hardly think I shall get as far as Mont6-Bey 
to-night. I had made up my mind to try to get 
shelter at San Carlos. To-morrow I shall certainly 
look you up and tell you my adventures." 

'' There's only the mad padre at San CSarlos. You 
know the Mission was sold last year, but the owner> 
like the rest of us, has been too busy to set new wheels 
in motion. The padre will give you a decent shake 
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down, IVe no doubts and as I said just now, I don't 
know how things are at home. Fm tdd the Cali- 
fomians have set a price on my head, but that doesn't 
trouble me. IVe got a good nag here who ought to 
carry me out of all danger, but it's like drawing blood 
from a stone to get hold of a horse in these times. 
This one is only loaned to me, and I'm under a written 
covenant to pay fifty dollars— did you ever know such 
a figure ? — if anything happens to it. Things are 
different nowadajrs to what they were. You've got 
a nice little thing there, James," and Mr. Larkin, to 
Jim's annoyance, again indicated the Indian steed. 
He would be feeling the sacks next. 

Suddenly turning in his saddle the American ex* 
claimed, '' Ah ! there's my man, Slater, at last ! " 

And Jim, turning, too, saw a horseman on the hill* 
top behind. 

'* He's on the very devil of a mount, and I was 
getting quite anxious about him. Well, James, I 
must {Nress on, and I won't forget to send a Kanaka 
along to San Carlos with your box as soon as I reach 
home. Say, will you do me the favour to exchange 
your animal there for Slater's here ? Slater's will do 
your business just as weU, you know." 

The astute American had from the first cast a 
covetous eye on Jim's horse, and would long since 
have excused himself and continued his journey but 
that he hoped to effect an exchange of animals by 
waiting tiU his servant overtook him. 

Jim had really no objection to offer. Slater's beast 
certainly would manage the slower pace and the few 
remaining miles to San CSarlos. But he himself 
removed the baggage while Slater, with evident delight, 
saddled and bridled his new acquisition. 
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"' Much obliged, Jamee, much obliged/' said Larkin. 
'' I won't forget your tnink. Now, Slater, we can 
keep doeer to each other, which will be better for both 
of ns. Yes, yes, James, we're in for rain, as you say, 
and you won't be sorry to have dry clothes waiting 
at San Carlos when you arrive. I wish you'd leave 
your rubbishy stones and come and fight under our 
flag, though I can't say you look very fit. See what 
you're like after a night^s rest. I'll expect you to* 
morrow." 

Again Jim was alone on the hillndope feeling a 
veritable hypocrite. Yet surely the present was an 
inopportune moment for speaking of his trust ! 

To-morrow he would see Larkin and consult with 
him as to the best way of shipping it ofi. By to- 
morrow he would know whether Randall and Boles 
were living or dead, for since San CSarlos was standing 
surely the letters were safe. Again hope sang lustily, 
the letters would be in his grasp before nightfall. 

But circumstances were still adverse. Scarcely were 
Larkin and his servant out of sight than the rain 
came down, as it does there in the rainy season, four 
days' ordinary rain being launched on the earth in as 
many hours. Wet to the skin in spite of the shelter 
they were compelled to seek beneath the pines, Jim 
and his beasts made such slow progress that it was 
near midnight when, having passed through a wide 
gateway, tiiey reached the open square on three sides 
of which the Mission buildings and church of, San 
Oarios were ranged. 

Eagerly but fruitlessly Jim scanned the doorways 
and grated holes which served as windows in both lower 
and upper storejrs. Had he indeed at length reached 
San Oarios to find it a city of the dead ? 



Chapter V. 

I stand as one that after darknowt feels 
The twilight, all the air is promiBe-floshed 
Yet strangely chill, and though the sense d^ig^it 
In sweet dehreranoe, something in the blood 
Oies for the sun. 

— Batasd Tatlob. 

Ik vain Jim halloed : the hoUow square alone seemed 
stirred to respond, and that with the most ghostly of 
echoes. 

The stillness, as of death, oppressed him with a 
foolish terror which made the blacker depths of dark- 
ness beneath the eaves the lurking place of mocking 
evil spirits. 

His courage, which had never yet failed him, dis- 
appeared altogether, and Hope herself slunk out of 
sight abashed by this unlooked-for delay. Again and 
again she had assured him that, having overcome all 
difficulties and dangers, Sarah Bennett's letters would 
be within his grasp ere night fell. And since his 
reneonire with Mr. Larkin he had looked forward to 
the certainty that he and his beasts would enjoy a 
long and well-earned rest. 

True, he was late in arriving, but then Larkin's 
messenger would have informed the padre that he 
Jim, was on his way and might be expected at 
any moment. Things must have changed even 
while Larkin was absent in the valley. Perhaps 
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the purchaser or an administradore had put in an 
appearance and tamed out the padre. 

Bat food and shelter most be had, for the rain still 
came down pitileedy, thoagh not as copiously as on 
the hill-side. Twice Jim walked his team across the 
square, halting the second time at the fountain in 
the centre to give the animals water. He meanwhile 
ran up the steps to and along the gallery upon which 
the sleeping apartments of the Fathers and responsible 
officers of the Mission gave. He knew the latter had 
long since departed, but surely some caretaker might 
be within earshot. Still silence, except when Jim 
broke it with a thunderous knock at every door he 
came to. 

The whole length of the gallery was traversed, and 
then Jim returned to his team uncertain what to do. 
Shelter of a sort might be had beneath the gallery, but 
food and warmth were even of greater importance at 
this moment. With the reins again between his cold 
fingers Jim stood iiresolute. Should he go on to 
Mont6-Bey and Larkin? That seemed the wisest, 
indeed tbe only thing to do. 

But just as he had decided to do this, his eye caught 
afaint ^immer of light beneath the door of the church, 
and Hope sprang up once more. The mad padre mig^t 
be heading vigil there. Still grasping the leading-rein 
Jim Grossed to the church, and to his intense relief 
found the door unsecured. 

Weird and ghostly locked the bam-like building in 
the sole li^it of the six candles burning upon the altar 
at the extreme end, the altar itself, to Jim's amase- 
ment, bdmg heavily draped in black. Surdiy this was 
nether AU Souk' Day nor yet Good Friday ? 

a mildly approbative ray the candle4i(^t 



44 AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 

gleamed upon the devils who, in the horrible picture 
of Hell, for which San Carlos was famous and which 
the Fathers had found so effectual in making converts, 
were busy pitch-forking the unbaptized into quench- 
less fires. The less effective convert-making picture 
of Paradise which hung above was lost in ih» pervading 
darkness, a darkness that deepened to gloom in the 
long, empty nave, and etherealised the tawdry dress 
of a Madonna or Saint placed upon bracket or pedestal 
in remote comers. 

The silence was more oppressive here than in the 
square outside, and Jim, who had swung the door back 
upon its hinges, cast a searching comprehensive glance 
over the whole interior and satisfied himself that he 
was alone in the building. 

As he was about to close the door his quick eye all 
at once distinguished a moving, shapeless object near 
the north wall of the nave and well outside the radius 
of the candle light. What could it be ? Black even 
amidst blackness : no human being could be so shapen, 
or jrather so misshapen, as this moving mass ! Jim, 
overwrought by excitement, disappointment, and 
fatigue, would have fled forthwith into the rain and 
wholesome darkness of the night, when impulse and 
steps were arrested by the tones of a human voice. 

And what a voice ! Such tenderness, such sweets 
ness, such strength, such yearning could alone proceed 
from Spanish lips and an aching heart. 

Jim's mind was at once relieved. This would be 
the mad padre, as the devote Geronimo Encamacion 
was usually styled, and whom Jim had occasionally 
seen and spoken to when he had visited Mont6-Bey. 
He had been sorely affected by the dispersion of the 
Indians, for whom he had felt a fatherly and fraternal 
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affection, and had greatly taken to heart the Beonlarisa- 
tion of the MusionB. The succesBiye changes which 
had reduced them to a condition of powerlessness and 
destitntion he was never tired of ascribing to the lack 
of holiness and zeal in priests and people, and his con- 
stant upbraidings, together with his unalterable 
determination to remain at San Carlos until he should 
be literally turned out of its doors, had made him a 
remarkable personality at this juncture. 

But the somewhat misleading aobriquei, ^^ mad,'' 
had been conferred upon him by his detractors from 
his habit of thinking aloud, or, as they styled it, 
preaching to himself in some lonely spot. 

Spellbound Jim listened to the melodious syllables, 
which, as they fell upon the silence and the gloom, 
reminded him of the liquid music of the heights. But 
what words were these ? Mystified and apprehensive 
he stole noiselessly up the church forgetful of the reins 
between his fingers. 

And this is what he saw beside a small, square 
picture on the wall as his eyes accustomed themselves 
to the darkness. The clear-out profile of a haggard, 
tonsured face, a fiigure, whose proper shape was bent 
and obscured by a huge wooden cross, in which sharp, 
headless nails had been fixed and were pressing, nay, 
piercing, the tender fiesh whose sole shield was the 
thin, black garb of the penitent. 

And this is what Jim heard : 

'' Oh, sweet and adorable Jesus, why shouldst Thou 
be as a stranger in the land, and as a wayfaring man 
that tumeth aside to tarry for a night 1 Thou who 
didst tread the wine-press alone, and of the people 
there was none with Thee, suffer me, oh, I beseech Thee, 
suffer me who am the least of all Thy servants to 
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taste this night of the oup Thoa didst drink d. 
Suffer me, oh, suffer me to die, even as Thoa didst, for 
the sins of this backsliding people— to be their 
Redeemer, their Saviour ! " 

The unutterable yearning of the speaker's tones 
quite unmanned Jim, who, unconscions that he had 
fallen upon his knees, was also unaware that his three 
beasts had ranged themselves behind him, their foot- 
falls returning no echo from the earthen floor. 

They, tossing weary heads and lifting remonstrant 
hoofs in the church porch, had gladly responded to 
what appeared to them the double invitation to 
shelter and food afforded by the open door and the 
connecting reins. 

But the padre, after a short interval, is again 
speaking. 

** Is it not expedient, O sweet Jesus, that now, as 
in the old Judean days, one should die for the people ! 
Tea ? Thou answerest yea ? Ah ! what, what can 
I render to Thee for thus graciously accepting my 
life t ' Lo, I come to do Thy will, oh, my God.' And 
now I beseech Thee accompany me through the via 
dolcroM, the via erucis, and when I die beneath the 
cross receive me to Thy kingdom in f^ary I " 

A look of ecstacy irradiated the worn face of tiie 
priest as, rising, he chanted a verse of the rhythmic 
hymn prescribed by the Roman Church for the office 
of " the Way of the Cross." 

Sanda MaUr idud agw, 
Cordi nUo valide^ 

Jim, too, had risen and, aware for the first time that 
the three beasts were actually in the church and 
standing meekly behind him, he dimly recognised the 
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incoDgmity of the situation, and was able in some 
measnie to aocoont for the padre's evident insensi- 
bility to his surroundings. 

Something, however, must be done, and that at 
once. The enthusiast, now performing an act of self 
or vicarious abnegation, and contemplating giving or 
taking (surely sjrnonym and antonym were here 
strangely confounded) his own life, was the only being 
to whom Jim could apply for the Bennett letters. 

But <m the ground nmely €i common humanity he 
must not permit this devotee to die before his eyes. 
Moreover, Jim was himself sick unto death, not alone 
with hope deferred, but with fatigue, anxiety, hunger 
and cold. The beasts, too, were well-nigh spent. In 
the interests of all Jim must interfere without further 
delay. 

The padre, now at the *' Fifth Station '' and within 
the outer radius of the candle-light, made scarcely 
any effort to support the huge cross, but allowed it 
rather to press and press, and pierce and pierce, for 
Jim could now see drops of blood falling down to the 
ground. 

Sickened at the sight and horrified at the thought 
which flashed upon him as a revelation that the man, 
without doubt, intended literally to die beneaih the 
the cross, Jim sprang forward and gently, lest the nails 
should rankle in the wounds, lifted the heavy rood and 
idaced it against the wall. 

** Padre Geronimo," he began, but could add no 
more, for the momentary look of bewilderment on 
the face of the divoU was immediately followed by one 
of keenest disappointment, as falling on his knees, he 
exclaimed in accents of sweet reproachfulness, *' Un- 
worthy, unworthy I Thou deemest me unworthy ! " 
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But Jim, raising the Buppliant, drew him, as well as 
the beasts, into the fuller light, and anxious to cover 
the possible confusion of the padre, commenced in 
rapid tones to explain his intrusion. 

''My father," he said, pointing to the patient 
burdened creatures whose dumb endurance contrasted 
eloquently with the contemplated sacrifice of the 
priest, *' I crave your pardon, with shelter and food for 
myself and these. We come from the other side of the 
valley ; I, indeed, from beyond the snowy mountains. 
We are wet to the stdn. I have not touched food for 
twenty-four hours, and it is too late to go on to Monti- 
Bey. Of your charity and for the love of God give ua 
aid. Come," and he put his hand within the padre*s» 
^^ show us where we may find food and warmth. My 
name is James, and " 

'^ Ah ! Sefior James ? " interrupted the priest upon 
whose abstraction the touch of Jim's feverish hand had 
acted like magic, " Pardane " 

But Jim heard no more, for, seized by sudden 
f aintness, he swayed and would have fallen had not the 
priest caught and supported him. 

When he next opened his eyes he was wrapped in 
blankets and lying on a pallet bed in a small, ceU-Uke 
apartment destitute of all other furniture save a settle, 
a crucifix on the wall, and an image of the Virgin before 
which a lamp was burning. 

He was at once sensible of a pleasing warmth stealing 
over his body, and presently recognised that it pro- 
ceeded from some warm object at his feet, probably a 
heated brick. 

A box which seemed strangely familiar stood on • 
the rough settle within reach, but as he stretched out 
his arm to take and examine it more closely he realised 
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for the first time, with something like horror, that 
Bennett's treasure was no longer in his possession. 
He must at once go and find it. But essaying to do 
so, he fell back with a groan. His lower limbs refused 
all movement except at a frightful cost of pain. Strong 
man that he was, exposure, fatigue, and anxiety had 
at length worked their will and rendered him not only 
helpless, but pain-ridden. 

Oh, that gold ! Why had he been so foolish as to 
make that promise to Bennett ! It might even now 
have been carried off where he might never find it. 
Indeed he, Jim, was perhaps even now a prisoner <^ 
the mad padre ; for was he not a heretic and of the 
raoe of the hated invaders of the land ? 

Tortured and impotent lay Jim when the door of 
the apartment opened and the padre himself appeared 
bearing upon his shoulders one of the heavy sacks, 
which he deposited on the fioor at the foot of the bed. 
Then, glanciz^ at its occupant, a delightful smile lit 
up the worn face as he exclaimed : 

*' Good, good ! Nay, lie stiU, my son. I come back 
to you at the moment. Poctencia, paciencia 1 " And 
before Jim could speak the priest had vanished, only 
to return again as he said '^ at the moment " with a 
basin of steaming (Uole. 

'' There, my son ! Drink, and by the help of our 
Blessed Lady, we will get back the lost strength and 
send away the fever-ague. Nay, nay, talk not ! I 
know you have much to tell me, but I go now to fetch 
all your properties ; it is well that you have them with 
your eye on. See, I place them here." 

And Jim judged that the htUe room he occupied led 
out of the diurch, for the priest soon had all the sacks 
" "^*** Jim's ^e on thenu" 

4 
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^'Mi padre,^* he said, *^ you are too good : it is I 
who should be caring for you." 

" Nay, nay, my son. Tou came as our Blessed Lord 
to me, and you say for Him, ' Work, do not die for He ; 
to work is better.' And so I live. Nay, say me no 
thanks. But read here your letter which a Kanaka 
bring with this box for you. As for me, I go now to 
take away the poor beasts from the church and find 
them some oats." 

Jim's eyes lit up with pleasure at sight of the letter, 
which proved to be from Mr. Larkin; but before 
opening it, he said, ^* Father Geronimo, I have much to 
say to you, a strange story to telL" 

''Nay, my son; first I must to the beasts, 
then to ring the matin bell, and then, though none 
will come," he said, sorrowfully, ^' I offer the Blessed 
Sacrifice of the Mass. After that I come to you and 
bring you some pozzoli. Bead and sleep, pacienda^ 
paciencia, my son, and we will get rid of the fever-ague. 
Benedicite, Benedicite.^^ And the priest was gone, to 
return Jim knew not when. 

Larkin's letter read as follows : 

DsAB James, — It's lucky you didn't come on here. Wife and chil- 
dren left by ship for San Francisco three days ago ; too frifl^tened 
to stop, for there's not an American, or Oalifomian either, left in the 

riaoe. Slater and I follow on horseback to-night. Hope to God 
shall find them all right, and Maisie recoverML Oan't you join 
us 7 Anywav, hope to see you on our return, though with thingi 
in this muddle can fix no date. — Yours in haste, 

Thos. O. Labkik. 

^^ I shall have to manage single-handed," was Jim's 
comment ; '' yet here I am tied by the leg." He tossed 
restlessly as he realised the impossibility of getting 
himself and his treasure away without extraneous aid. 
Yet where was he to obtain help ? Vallejo a 
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prisoner cm parole, his power and authority as alcalde 
temporarily if not permanently gone, Larkin at San 
Francisco, no one of any position left in Mont6-Bey. 

To .exhibit gold in sacks either to Califomian or 
American at this critical p<^tical moment would be 
to ensure its loss. Each would claim it as treasure- 
trore and requisition it for public if not private ends. 
The owner of the Mission, too, might appear at any 
moment ; would it be possible to hide the gold then ! 

It was maddening to lie hare helpless and inert, and 
this condition of mind only increased the body's 
indiqKmtionk Tbb brain craved for complete rest; 
instead it was called upon to settle matters of the 
highest importance, to make a path through a very 
teng^wood of difficulties. 

*^ I must consult with the padre," was Jim's final 
deeisioa, **and he must find me those letters. At 
last ! " he exclaimed aloud, as tiie door of the little 
chamber opened and the priest entered bearing a 
basin of paszoli. 

'^ Now, my son, this good mess of peas, beans, and 
maize will help you much." Jim waved it impatiently 
away. 

** Fm mad with anxiety ; I thought you were never 
coming back. Now listen." 

And the padre, seeing that remonstrance was useless, 
seated himself on the rough settle and with a hand 
caressing as a woman's parted the thick hair upon 
Jim's heated brow. Tet those wounds on his own back 
and shoulders ! And the face gave no token ot their 
presence, tihongh the slightest pressure must produce 
an exquisite torture. 

'* That's better," said Jim, more calmly. *^Now 
do you remember the wreck of the Falcon about two 
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yearsago! You must remember it !" And the speaker 
paused in anxious expectancy while the priest said, 
musingly : 

''TheFakanf Would that be tiie sloop that should 
have carried our last cargo of hides and was lost in a 
' south-easter ' off Point Pinos 1 You see, I had not to 
do witii the hides — ^I — ^f or the church — Father Antonio 
for the hides." 

'^Yes," interrupted Jim, '^but you must have 
known about the Falcon; everybody perished but 
one man, and he came here, father, and his Uttie 
chest was saved ; and you nursed him, and he got well, 
and then he went away over the mountains to the 
vaUey." 

** Well, my son, and what of him ! " questioned the 
padre, with a sudden darkening of the face as he noted 
the feverish eagerness of the man before him — a man 
doubtless who had a crime to confess, though he would 
hardly have thought it. "Have you stolen from 
him ? " he continued, " have you perhaps killed 
him?" 

'' Good God, father, what do you take me for 1 " 
cried Jim, fairly enraged, and spite of bodily pain now 
in a sitting posture. '^ Am I a man or a devil ! Do 
I look like a murderer ? " 

Then flashed upon him the memory of Feringham 
Wood and he became quieter. Poor fellow, he could 
not know how the past four weeks had changed him. 
Larkin even had not recognised him, though Bennett 
had known him at once. 

'' I crave your pardon, Senor James," said the priest 
in calm tones, " but seeing your anxiety to make 
confession, and seeing also that you have with you 
three sacks of gold " 
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Ah ! yoa have examined them/' said Jim, drily. 

Well, yoa shall learn how Ihey came into my poesee- 
rion. 

FiiBt, my son, I will tell you how I know you have 
gold. I unfasten the blanket on the poor horse hoping 
to find oats for the beasts and so save my time in 
searohing for some in onr deserted stables. Instead of 
oats I see gold — fine, much gold. That is all, my son. 
Now I wait to hear your story.'' 

And Jim told of his meeting with Bennett and of the 
hitter's dying commission — but he breathed no syllable 
of his former life. 

** These letters," he concluded, ''are supposed to 
ffve me the address of the woman to whom this gold 
dost bdongs. So you see how important it is that I 
flhookl have them." 

The jMidre shook his head. ''Letters, my son, I 
know nothing of, nw the chest of this Bennett. Every- 
thing, as you see, is changed since two years are past, 
and Padre Antonio, when he forsake the Mission, 
look over all things and tear all paper and letters. 
So I think it would be foolish to expect I will find some." 

Jim groaned aloud alike with disappointment and 
bodily pain. " I'll get up and look myself," he com- 
menced, attempting to throw off his coverings. 

" Nay, nay, my son, that I will not permit. Your 
business is to he still and so lose the fever-ague. Now, 
I will make with you what you call a bargain, is it 
not f I will look f w these English papers in all rooms 
and houses if you promise to take much of my pottage." 

Soon the steaming wholesome mess was before the 
stricken man, and he did his best to partake of it, 
though he had no appetite and was racked with pain. 

" Sleep, sleep, my son, and have much patience. I 
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My for yon six Ave Mams and six Pator-nosters. 
All will be well, I doubt not." 

Hour after hour passed wearily away. Somehow 
Jim had come to r^^ard these letters, whose very 
existence was so improbable, as a sort of vade meeum. 
They would inform him upon every point he desired 
information. There would be sometidng in them not 
only about Randall and Boles, but also about the 
Marquis, for did not Randall live at the South Lodge 
of Pierton Abbey ? They would have some mention, 
too, of Ronaldson — ^Ronaldson, who must return with 
Jim and live the true, the only beautiful and wwthy 
life. But Tom might refuse to come, he might even 
be married, or worse still — ^he might be dead. So 
day waxed and waned in the cell-like room, the fever 
meanwhile gaining upon its victim. What could the 
padre be doing ? At length, just before the Angelus, 
the priest entered bringing more pazzoli, otherwise his 
hands were empty. 

*' Have you found them 1 " said Jim, querulously, 
as he put hims^ in a sitting posture. 

*' No, my dear son," returned the deffoU, regretfully. 
*' No, I have searched much, but I still search more — 
more rooms I have yet. Courage, courage," he con- 
tinued, as Jim fell back with a groan of mingled pain 
and irritation. 

" No, I cannot, I wiU not eat till I have the letters ! " 

The padre looked at the pain-racked being before 
him, wondering greatly at his anxiety to send off this 
gold, which other men would surely be glad of an 
excuse to keep. Sadly he left the room. He knew 
Jim could not expect to recover if he did not take the 
light nourishment he so greatly needed, yet to remon- 
strate would be hurtful as well as futile. 
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In a few minutes the good creature returned bearing 
a freBhly-trimmed lamp, which he placed on the settle 
together with some folded, tattered newspapers. 

*^ No letters, my son, but these are without doubt the 
journals of England. They may, perhaps, give you 
some interest while I go to pray to our Blessed Lady 
for you. It is the Vesper hour. I may delay no 



IS 

more." 

Jim pushed the printed papers from him with some- 
thing Uke anger and disgust ; but in doing so his eye 
fen on the word ** Hurstwick." In a moment he 
drew them nearer. They must have been sent to 
Bennett by his sister. For who on this, the other side 
of the world and in the old Mission of San Carlos, 
could have the slightest interest in such ultra-provincial 
Kngliwh news as The Hursiwick Advertiser purveyed i 



Chafteb VI. 

It knows not wrsth nor pMdon ; ntter tme 
Its meMoraB mete, its MltleM Hhntm iralg^ ; 
TimeB are m noug^t^ to-morrow it will jiidge 
Or after many days. 

** Tbm Uam or A814." 



With feyerish, tumbling fingera Jim unfolded the 
soiled, small-typed gazette which the Tgngliali duty 
on paper fettered in size and heightened in price. 

There were two copies which, through damp and 
long-folding, had lost their tenuity and in places were 
barely decipherable. The first he exaxnined bore 
date February 27, 1838. 

What might he expect to find ? Ah, here is some- 
thing in blacker type headed *' The Feringham Wood 
Mystery." With beating heart and throbbing temples 
he read : — 

We are thankful to be able to report the oonvaleioenoe of IVed 
RMidall, the young keeper whose life was bo Beriouslv endangeied 
in the desperate encounter with unknown poaohers m Feringham 
Wood last November. His conduct on that occasion (as our 
readers will remember) was characterised by Boles, the head keeper, 
as suspiciously like connivance with the blackguards, and unror- 
tunately the young fellow can offer no explanation of a satisfaotoiy 
nature. This is to be resretted both in the interests of Randall and 
justice, but when the former says he has '* clean forgot every- 
thing,** the latter is too heavily handicapped to take action. 

Fortunately, or unfortunately, acoordmg to the several stand- 
points of onlookers, medical evidence goes to support the young 
man's assertion, and if ho has *' clean forgot everything," Uiere 
seems scant probability of the Feringham Wood mystery ever 
being cleared up. Meanwhile, the pouoe have only the meagre 
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deioriptioii of the Bennett brothen fonnthed by Bokt, and this 
kM beion forwmided both to Melbounie and Sydney, for the auspectft 
are aupposed to have sailed to one or other port 

Able- DodJedsaOon they are, Mid were Bipenmna a few days' leave 
of absence with their respected uncle, the schoounaster at Shering- 
ham, early m November last. At present the only shred of evidence 
against them is that proflfered by ^les— namely, that the poachers 
had bright chestnut hair of the same shade as luss Sarah Bennett's, 
who rendes with her uncle at Shenngham, and whom, we under- 
stand, the young keeper has " kept compuiy " with for some months 
past. Truly, thts is a case in wnich justice may be said to depend 
upon it not '* from " a hair. 

'^ Poor fellows ! " was Jim's first exclamation. 
*^ To think the Bennetts should have suffered for my 
crime ! That's why they took to the Boston trade 
and Jacob got drowned. Dear, dear ! Well, I'll get 
Isaac's gold to the sister as soon as possible if only to 
show my gratitude. 

All at once he commenced to laugh immoderately, 
for the idea that ihe wigs he and Bonaldson had 
wonx should have resembled Sarah Bennett's hair, 
and so have involved her brothers in an affair with 
which they had not the slightest connection, was 
forced by his disordered imagination into an undue 
grotesqueness and importance. 

Gradually he became calmer, and though but 
partially realising that he was now free from all stain 
of bloodguiltiness, his thoughts turned towards the 
Marquis. Taking a key from a string depending from 
his neck he unlocked the box Larkin had sent, and 
for the first time since he packed it nine years before, 
opened the case containing his father's miniature. 
Long and intently he gazed upon it, but instead of 
the smiling, handsome, aristocratic features there 
depicted, he beheld a countenance upon which pre- 
mature age, indulged grief, and self-absorption had 
drawn indelible lines, accentuated by harshness and 
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contempt. For such was the face of the Marquis 
when Jim last looked upon it in the flesh, and such 
the portrait memory pronounced true and life-like. 
Could the owner of such a face f oiget and forgive t 
As if in answer to the unspoken question the wcnrds, 
"Herewith I solemnly disown and disinherit you/' 
rang through the cell-like room, a very death-kmll to 
hope. Shudderingly Jim closed the case. Was he 
not a fool to imagine for one moment that his father 
would meet the advances he, Jim, was prepared to 
make ? Yet the repudiatory letter should be written 
as soon as ever the padre returned and would give 
him a pen. For had he not covenanted with himself 
so to write when away on the mountains ? Throwing 
himself back on the hard pillow he closed his eyee for 
a moment, and in fancy saw a flock of wild sheep 
leap a precipice in the moonlight. But he was too 
restless for quiet thought, and when his feverish fingers 
touched the other copy of The Huraiwick Advertiaer^ 
the desire to know what it might contain brought him 
again to a sitting posture. 

It bore date June 30, 1838, and squeezed in at the 
foot of a column Jim read with a sudden sinking of 
the heart : 

We ondeFBtand that the Bandalli, who have been lodge-keepen 
at Pierton Abbey for nearly thirty yean, will be leaving shortly for 
New Zealand under the anspioes of tibe New Zealand Land Oompany. 
This association, which numbers among its members such mflu- 
enttal personages as Mr. Edward Gibbon Wakefield, Mr. IVands 
Baring, Lord Durham, Mr. Woolrych, and others, has for its object 
the settlement of persons of small capital and industrious habits 
in the new colony, the climate and soil of which are described as 

Sirfect. The Randalls will carry with them the good wishes of all 
urstwick people, whose S3rmpathies were entirely theirs during 
the cloud which rested, for a time, on their good name after the 
still unexplained Feringham Wood affray. 
Their son Frederick is, so we understand, to be married shortly 
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to Mifli Sftrali Bennett^ who, until the deooMe of her nnole and Mint 
last April, resided at Sheringham. It is to be hoped that a voyage 
to the Antipodes may not only restore the young man's health but 
hjs memorr, lor Hurstwiek people wonld aotafy love to have that 
mystery with which he was connected explaineo. 



groaned. How the poor fellow must have 
Buffered from these annoying remarks ! And now it 
was quite evident that all idea of finding'Sarah Bennett, 
either at Hnrstwick or Sheringham, must be given up. 
Then the problem as to how the gold was to be sent to 
hmr worried Jim's over-taxed brain and unstrung 
nerves, clamouring for solution. 

Turning the tattered newspaper aimlessly over and 
over as he revcdved this extremely simj^ question 
(for when he wrote to Hurstwiek would it not be an 
easy matter to learn the address of the Randalls ?), a 
panigra]^ in bold^ tjrpe caught his eye. Holding the 
worn sheet closer to the lamp, for he could scarcely 

the evidence of his senses, he read : 



Yesterday, in the presence of the Marauis of Pierhampton, the 
Kari of Towermains and Lbrd Arthur Warner, a tablet of white 
martda to the memory of ^e lamented young nobleman. Lord 
James Bagfihot Warner, whose untimely death we chronicled last 
December, was unveiled. It is on the north wall of the Fierton 
Chanel, in St. Mary^, immediately above the magnificent tomb of 
the late Marehioness. The inscrijrtion ingold letters runs, ** Sacred 
to the memory of Lord James Bagshot Warner, third son of John, 
tenth Marquis of Pierhampton, and AHoia his wife, who met deaUi 
by the loandeiing of The SvUim in mid ocean about November the 
aoth, 1837. JSUt XTX. " And the sea gave up its dead." 

'' Monstrous t Shameful ! *' cried Jim, as he tossed 
off ihe healing blankets and sprang from the pallet- 
bed. He felt himself stifling, and with that insensi- 
bility to physical pain often lent for a brief period by 
strong excitement, he paced the little room, his utter- 
ance thidc and rapid. 

m was p^eotly clear to him, and with that 
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readiness to understand and grapple with a novel 
situation so characteristic of a fever-weakened, over- 
wrought brain, he at once proceeded to portray the 
express object for which he had been killed off in this 
beneath-sea and above-board fashion. 

** So, I'm at the bottom of the ocean t Ha ! ha i 
A clever dodge, Mr. Marquis ! I see your game ! 
This ship— the what-you-may-call-it 1 — goes down. 
All hands lost, none left to tell the tale. Splendid 
opp'rtunity to get rid of wicked son and stop his 
returning ! James James, what a joke it is ! I'm 
dead, you know ! Ha ! ha ! And what's more, 
publicly buried with a verse of Scripture tat my shroud ! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha!" 

And the speaker's voice gained in strength as 
delirium took the throne from which swaying reason 
had fallen. Then sinking his voice to view with 
apparent calmness a pitfall he had but narrowly 
escaped, he continued : 

" What a fool I should have made of myself if I 
hadn't seen that paper ! I — ^the dead man — should 
have gone back to Hurstwick. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

*^ I, the dead man," he re-commenced, as he stumbled 
over the uneven floor, " I, th&— dead — ^man — should 

have — should ^" Suddenly, he came to a stand 

and, violently striking his forehead with his hand, a 
cry deep, pitiful, and piercing as that of a heart- 
broken child who realises in one brief, vivid moment 
he has been abandoned to certain destruction, a cry 
that must have startled the angels about the throne, 
rang out upon the air — ^' My oath ! My oath ! Ah, 
God!" 

And his excitement having spent itself, and its 
spurious strength, Jim fell heavily upon the bed, and 
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in 80 doing overturned the lamp bnt newly-filled with 
oil. 

The jMidre, who since Veepers had renewed his search 
for the letters, re-entered the cell a minute later and 
found the bed in flames. 

With super-human strength he dragged the insensible 
Jim from it, leaving him upon the floor. Then, having 
no water at hand, he flung the sacks of gold one upon 
the other on the burning mass. The under sack was 
quickly consumed and its contents strewed the ground, 
but what might have proved a terrible conflagration 
was averted. 

That ni^^t the jMidre found it necessary to shave 
Jim's head. 

That night, too, Mr. Laridn was taken prisoner by 
the Californians ; and four days after Jim's arrival at 
the Mission of San Carlos, the owner appeared and 
took possession of every stick and stone on the 
premises. 
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Chaftbb I. 

Love is enough ; while ye deemed him a-sleepinff 
There were signs of his coming and sonnds of his feet : 

His touch it was that would bring you to weeping, 
When summer was deepest and music most sweet ; 

In his footsteps ye followed the day to its dying. 
Ye went forth by his gown-skirts the morning to meet^ 

In his place in the beaten-down orchard grass lying 

Of the sweet ways ye pondered yet left for life's tr^mg. 

— WiLiJAX Ifo: 
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" MiNB has been a dog's life, neither more nor less ! " 
remarked Mary Barnard, as with unconscious art she 
grouped dark, crimson roses and graceful sprays of 
white jessamine in an old-fashioned broad, flat, Crown- 
Derby vase. Voice and manner were wholly devoid 
of passion, her words evidently but a sudden 
crystallization of thoughts long held in solution. 

Though to the casual observer there was nothing 
dog-like in the woman's appearance save, perhaps, 
the thick, wavy, silky brown hair which framed a 
face singularly girlish for its forty-two years, yet 
withal refined, as youth unaided never refines, the 
comparison seemed to please her and be worth follow- 
ing up. 

68 
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'* Tes, there's no doubt about it, a dc^'s life ! I 
believe my nature must be three-parts dog, which is, 
perhaps, a condition not wholly contemptible. One 
can be too faithful, though, too loving. I'm sure of it, 
though it seems downright heresy to say so. Why," 
and here the speaker crossed to the low mantel for the 
companion vase, 'Tve never all these years, until 
just lately — ^well, perhaps for the past six or seven 
years — questioned Martha's right to mould my life 
and all connected with it : I've given her the hearty, 
aye, the blind affection of the dog. Like a dog, too, 
I have found her at times incomprehensible, yet I've 
always excused her to myself and everybody else. 
She's wonderful, too— such sense, such brightness, aye, 
and such spirit. I'm nowhere compared with her. 
No wonder she has no patience with me at times ; 
we are so different, she so intensely practical, I — well, 
I love differently and think differently — I suppose 
because I see things differently. My real, best pleasures 
are mere dust and ashes in her sight. Yet Martin " — 
and here the voice was unconsciously lowered — '' has 
thoughts like mine, and so I'll keep my thoughts." 

Placing the now fiUed vases on the muslin-draped 
dressing-table of the low-ceiled bedroom, Mary Barnard 
paused for a moment before the broad, latticed rose- 
dad window. 

Of that outlook she never tired, for though its salient 
features were ever the same, her wonderful intuition 
for the beautiful enabled her to apprehend (even after 
the lapse of a short half-hour) some fresh object for 
admiration, some delightful, if trifling, change in the 
scene around her. 

To pause for a moment now and again in the midst 
of her domestic duties, and gaze up or down the lovely 
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Derwent Valley, high above which she and her sister 
dwelt, was to Mary Banuird a joy akin to that with 
which a true, yet immature artist watches the workiiig 
of some immortal painter. 

*' So full of fancies is Mary ! " was a frequent saying 
of Martha, and though the sisters loved each other truly, 
their spirits dwelt far apart. 

The elder, by right of her eighteen years* seniority 
combined with an uncommon personality and indomit- 
able will, had always seized upon, or acquired without 
effort, a foremost position in the regard of every one 
with whom she came in contact, and permitted no one, 
not even her sister, to share that position. 

If persons manifested a decided preference tot Maiy, 
Martha would either inoculate liiLuy with a distaste 
for them, or make things too unpleasant for the friend- 
ship to be continued. 

And Mary, who from her earliest childhood had 
loved her sister with that devotion which is only 
possible when allied to a blind faith in its object, had 
sacrificed more than one friendship on the altar oi 
Martha's egotism. To be first in the thoughts and 
consideration of everyone, this, Martha argued, was 
but her due, and if anyone should be willing and ready 
to give her her due, that one was certainly Mary, who 
owed everything, save actual existence, to her. 

But of late years it had been impossible for Martha 
to make Mary see persons and things from her own 
special point of view, and consequently there were, at 
times, unpleasant scenes between the sisters. For as 
Martha grew older, she was now just sixty, she held 
more tenaciously than ever to what she called " the 
respect due to her," but which Mary could not but regard 

as an unlovely craving for admiration and attention. 
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So when Martin Davenant — a wonderful carver in 
wood from Pioardie, who twelve years ago had estab- 
fished himself and his httle grand-niece Joanna, with an 
old French housekeeper, some three or four miles 
distant from Heather's Edge — ^not only regarded Mary 
with favour, but actually refused to act upon the advice 
Martha offered as to the bringing-up of the little Joanna, 
the intimacy with him, though not actually broken 
off, was sensibly impaired. 

As Mary looked f <»rth this August morning the moors 
weie a sea of crimson-shaded waves, upon which 
expectant qportsmen were preparing to embark, for 
next Wednesday was "' the twelfth " and visitors were 
oomiDg to the sisters at latest on Tuesday. The 
Misses Barnard did not receive boarders, as did several 
of their equally isolated neighbours during the shooting 
season. 

But Mr. Tom Bonaldson, the wealthy Hurstwick 
banker, though ostensibly coming to join Lord Qan- 
faJkland's x>arty on the moors, had requested the 
Misses Barnard to receive him in order that he might 
introduce himself to, and make friends with, a young 
man, none other than his nephew — ^whom, though the 
Bamards had known from babyhood, he had never 
yet set ejres upon. 

For Jack Bonaldson, as the young man was called, 
was a native d Friston-Boughton, having been bom 
at Heather's Edge nearly twenty years ago» in the very 
bedroom Mary is now preparing. As she recalled that 
never-to-be-forgotten event while deftly encasing a 
couple of downy pillows in slqps of fine, lavender- 
scented linen, the door opened and Martha entered. 

She was an exceedingly handsome woman for her sixty 
years, her perfectly white, wavy hair and deep-black 
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eyee and browB giving her at all timee a grand 
air of distinction. Throwing a contamptuona gUnoe 
at the flowers Mary had arranged, she seated herself 
on the couch at the foot of the bed, and, with a beckon- 
ing movement, said in her quick imperious manner, 
*' Come here, my dear ; I want to speak to you while I 
have the opportunity. You know Jack comes with 
Mr. Bonaldson, don't you ? " 

Of course, Mary knew, for was she not even now 
preparing his bedchamber ? Long experience, too, 
had made the younger Miss Barnard somewhat sus- 
picious of the Socratic method as practised by Martha, 
for it was a favourite modus operandi with the latter 
to inveigle her sister into making admissions, and then 
saddle her with the deductions she herself drew there- 
from. 

** Well, you know, don't you, that Jack will be 
twenty next November ? " and again the questioner 
waited. 

'' Why, sister, of course I know that ; I was only 
thinking of it when you came in." 

'^ Never mind what you were thinking of, dear, but 
listen. At twenty young men are apt to fall in love, 
aren't they ? " 

Mary smiled. *' I'm afraid I don't know much 
about young men at that age," she said. 

'* Perhaps not ; they didn't trouble you a great 
deal, did they ? " questioned the elder, drily. 

To this remark, which Mary could never have made 
to any one, she vouchsafed no reply, but that she felt 
it was manifest by the colour wUch flushed her brow 
as she rose from tiie couch with the object of resuming 
her work. 

"There's nothing to be vexed about," continued 



AN OATH m HEAVEN. 67 



Martha, with a alight laugh, as she pulled her sister 
to her own level again. " It's not about you, but 
about Jack I want to speak. You know he is mother- 
lees, don't you t " 

**I wish, Martha, you would not trouble me with 
these endless, unneoessaiy questions," retorted Mary, 
now justly annoyed. "Say what you want to say 
and let me finish the bed ! " 

" There's no need to get angry, and by this time you 
ought to be well aware that when I speak I speak with 
a purpose. If 3^u choose to use the common-sense, 
which, as a Barnard, you must have somewhere 
about you — ^though I'm free to confess it is rarely on 
show — ^you would have seen what I was driving at. 
But I'll be more explicit. Jack's motherless, that we 
are agreed upon ; well, then, it behoves us to act a 
mother's part by him. Do you comprehend me ? " 

Mary, now at the bed-making again, was silent. 
She did not approve of Martha's didactic-satirical 
style, though she was too well accustomed to it not 
to be fully aware that to object to or expose it as 
disagreeable and unsisterly would be a useless ex- 
penditure of breath. 

" There's no good in being sulky," continued Martha, 
in dangerously equable tones. "You understand, 
I may ventiue to suppose, that Mr. Bonaldson's 
object in coming here next week is to make things 
lig^t with Jack and decide on his future ? " 

"We shall miss him very much if he leaves us 
altogether," observed Mary, as, her bed-making fin- 
ished, she stood gazing out at the moor. 

"Don't be a fool, child," was the elder woman's 
unceremonious retort. " Jack has been away nearly 
six years — ^it's sheer nonsense to talk about mifwing 
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hini. We most just make up our minds that lie hH 
to go, and the wisest thing we can do is to emxmrage 
him to be frigidly witii Mr. Bonal<bon.*' 

Mary made no reply to this aoggeetaon, for if any 
one had made a point (^ arooBlng Jack's ill-feelii^ 
against the banker it had been Martlia. Hiae Barnard, 
somewhat nettled by ber eiBter's silence, proceeded 
to ofFer a remark which seemed almost an apology 
for what was evidently in Mary's mind. 

" Now that after ^ these years Mr. Ronaldson is 
going to do ths right thing by the lad (at least I should 
hope so), and give him his proper jdace in society, it 
will be oor doty to see heformsoooomieotions — makes 
no friends, I mean, that the buiker would disappcore 
of. Yon agree wit^ me, eh t " 

" I wish, MartJia, you wouldn't ask me (beee qnea- 
tioQS. You know how dearly I love Jack, and that I 
would do anything and everything in my power to 
further his happinees," said Mary, almost plaintively. 

Ezperienoe told her that Martha was keeping aome- 
tiiing back. Moreover, that same e^ierienoe warned 
her that she was being 9ggpA tm to a duel oi high wtsds 
and sharp sayings in which, aa osoal, she would be 
wounded, as well as worsted. 

" Fm sorry I broaght up t^iese matters if they mate 
yoQ angry, sister," was Martha's suspioionsly calm 
delrverance. '* But if yon have, as yon say, and, as I 
do not, mind you, for one moment deny, this great 
affection f<n- the young fellow, you will supp<»t me in 
t^ suggestion I am about to make for his benefit 1 " 

And the qmaker paused for an assurance from her 
Ustener. But Mary was shy ; she was not to be oaoght. 

*' What is it yoa want me to do. stster t " i' 
marily. 
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'* Do t— do ! " retorted Martha, rising to her feet, 
her long-smoaldering wrath at Mary's unpliability 
breaking into flame and scorching its object in its 
fory. "Do! You want to know what I wish you 
to do. rU tell you, and mvni you doU/ D'ye hear I 
Keep yowr diriy UMe Joanna away from Jack I I'll 
not have her here, and if you ever dare to ask or bring 
her, I'll put her outside the house myself, if I have to 
take a pair of tongs to do it ! Ah, you may well get 
out of my way ! " 

For with hands to her ears Mary fled before her 
sister's diabolic look and scathing words. 

" As for your affection for that chit — ^bah ! it's 
about as real as mine ! " continued the strident voice 
now at the stair-head. " If you're not the talk of the 
whole dale it's not your fault. I hate a woman that 
doesn't know her own value, but must be for ever 
hankering after a man, ani ettch a man I " 

And the speaker ground her teeth in imi>otent rage 
as she walked away to her own room, to be heartily 
ashamed of herself an hour later. 

But Martha Barnard's soul had no experience of 
the benefits that " open confession " is said to bestow, 
and if she repented of these exhibitions of spite and 
jealousy none but herself knew. 

Mary, tarembling from head to foot, more from the 
terrible insinuations (which pierced like sharp knives 
the bosom where she had fondly conceived her most 
cherished thoughts were securely hidden) than from 
the exhibition of fury, found refuge in the garden. 
Had she not had more than one experience of such a 
scene she might justiy have feared that her sister had 
taken leave of her senses. 

In days gone by Mary had attributed such ebuUitiona 
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to sudden attacks of illness or indigestion ; now she 
could not fail to see they sprang from wounded pride 
or jealousy. 

" Poor little chap ! How heart-broken he was when 
he left us, and how delighted he is at the thought o£ 
coming back ! But he'll be too big now for Martha 
to bully. If only I were different, I suppose she 
wouldn't dare to bully me.** 

And Mary sighed. It was the evening after the 
storm and she was wending her way to the churchyard 
of Friston-Boughton, four miles distant from Heather's 
Edge. In her hands she carried a basket of green 
moss and white roses destined for a grave, at the head 
of which stood an unpretentious stone with the in- 
scription : 

Saored to the memory of Eleuior GsTin Jones, nee RoiuildBoiij 
fonnerlj of Huntwiok, who died November 10th, 1848, aged 
27 yean. 

For years the lady's last resting-place had been 
unmarked, save by the flowers or evergreens which, 
summer or winter, if the roads were passable, Mary 
never failed each Saturday to bring. 

But about ten months or so ago Mr. Tom Bonaldson, 
as was supposed, had given orders for the erection of 
this headstone as it stood. Mary did not like the 
inscription ; it read, she thought, hke an insult to the 
dead. For the lady. Jack's mother, when she came 
to Heather's Edge Cottage for those few, brief hours 
when death followed so quickly on the boy's birth, 
had never mentioned the name of Jones or given the 
least idea to the sisters that that was her husband's 
name. 

Martha, indeed, had always regarded the banker 
himself as the lady's husband and Jack's father, and 
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thoa^ Maiy could never make up her mind that Martha 
was right in that conclusion, she could not but own 
that all the circumstances connected with Jack's 
birth were exceedingly mysterious. 

"Appearances are dead against him/' Martha 
remarked, the first and only time she had seen the 
banker. *' A man who sets himself to wear his hair 
like our Blessed Lord and the holy apostles is either 
a great hypocrite or a great sinneif, and it's my belief 
Mr. Bonaldson is both one and the other. His hair 
hangs long, and thereby hangs a tale, as Shakespeare 
says. You mark my words ! " 

And when after a lapse of eighteen years the stone 
was placed at the head of the mother's grave, Martha 
merely remarked when she heard of it, '' It's a wonder 
to me the poor thing doesn't rise up and confound it. 
To have stories piled on top of you like that is enough 
to make you lose all patience with the resurrection 
mom ! " 

But, mystery or no mystery, from the first appear* 
ance of the baby, the banker or his agent had regularly 
forwarded each quarter a handsome cheque for its sup- 
port — an allowance which had been forwarded with 
equal regularity dtiring the whole of the time the boy 
had been in Switzerland. When Miss Barnard pro- 
tested against receiving money for no outlay — Martha's 
nUiier was to be considered independent to the core 
of her being — she was informed that Mr. Bonaldson 
would be obliged by the sisters permitting Jack to 
regard Heather's Edge as his home until other arrange- 
ments could be made for him. 

And now Jack was really returning. As Mary stooped 
over the grave of the mother he had never seen, she 
wondered, for the thousandth time, if he were greatly 
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changed in appearance. He would oertainly be retj 
angry when he saw this headHEttone. 

And would he be falling in love as Martha had sug- 
gested ? Well, there could be nothing wrong in that, 
and who could make him a sweeter or more lovely wife 
than Jo. ? Joanna was so clever, so charming ! It was 
really foolish, so Mary reasoned, for Martha to suppose 
that Jack and Joanna could be kept apart. If Jo. could 
not come to Heather's Edge, Jack would be sure to 
go to the Gap, for Davenant was Jack's hero. Besides, 
Jack and Jo. were school-mates in childhood, for when 
arrangements were made with Mr. Cartwright, the 
bachelor rector, to educate the lad, that gentleman 
asked Davenant to let Jo., who was prime favourite 
with him, take lessons at the rectory too. And 
Jack always sent Jo. messages in his letters to 
Mary. 

Of course Mr. Bonaldson might take Jack away 
altogether, as Martha said, but if Martha chose (yes, 
that was the pivot on which so much, so very much, 
depended), if Martha chose, she might introduce Jo. 
to the banker and then he would see for himself what 
a charming girl she was, quite fitted for any society, 
though, of course, she had very little, if any, money. 

The worst of the matter was that Martha might 
put all sorts of wrong notions into Mr. Bonaldson's 
head about her, and then there would be unpleasant- 
ness. Mary was for leaving things for Providence to 
arrange. Providence, without the slightest warning, 
had sent Jack to be bom at Heather's Edge. Why, 
then, should Martha trouble herself or anyone else 
as to whom Jack should or should not fall in love 
with ? Did not God breathe upon the land in the 
springtime, and wheresoever His breath penetrated 
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the BoQ all sortB of lovely c<doiired things sprang up 
to sweeten the air and gladden the heart ? 

And, snrely, it was the same with the heart's spring- 
time. In God's good pleasure He would breathe upon 
these young hearts, and, if such was His design 
flowers of love and trust for and in each other would 
blossom as by magic. If He had other plans for them, 
then they would meet and part merely as ordinary 
acquaintances. So to Mary it seemed best to leave a 
matter of such immense importance in Higher hands. 

But Martha had quite other ideas of Providence, 
and would have laughed to scorn the Hebrew's poet 
song of the wonders accomplished by God's Voice. 
Providence in her eyes was less of a Divinity than a 
stage manager under whom she held no lower post 
than the important one of local leading-lady. 

After the scene of the morning in which Joanna had 
been so shamefully vilified, Mary decided she would 
not see her, though she knew by the organ strains now 
floating through the open church door and the lozenge- 
shaped windows that the girl was rehearsing for the 
morrow's services. So resolved, Mary hurried across 
the paved pathway of the churchyard only to be con- 
fronted at the lych-gate by Martin Davenant. 

'^Good evening. Miss Mary," said the carver, a 
spare man of about fifty, with a somewhat dreamy 
and unmistakably foreign cast of countenance. 
** I've been to die other side of Azmoor Edge to look 
at some oak I'm growing, and on my way back thought 
I would call in for Jo., it's about her time, I think. 
Do you know if she is ready ? " 

Long residence in Englimd had made the carver a 
fluent speaker of English, though he usually employed 
his native tongue when talking to Jo. 
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'*I haven't been into the churoh to-night, Bir. 
Davenant, for I'm anxious to get home/' replied 
Mary, somewhat oonfnsed by her diBingenuousness- 
*' We're expecting visitors next Tuesday, or may be 
earlier." 

"Ah, yes, Master Jack sent me a line last week 
telling me I might expect to see him before our harvest- 
moon is grey-headed. He writes a capital French 
letter. And I have heard from a Mr. Ronaldson, of 
Hurstwick — ^a relative of Jack's, is he not ! He tells 
us he is coming into this neighbourhood shortly to 
meet him, and will call and see me. He wants me to 
undertake rather a big thing for a new house he is 
going to," continued the carver, evidently desirous 
of making the most of this unusual opportunity of 
converse with Mary. " It is to divide a great haU 
— a four-fold oak screen, the panels to be in high 
relief." 

'' That means a lot of work, doesn't it ! " said Mary, 
whose very anxiety to cut the conversation short and 
be gone made her prolong it. " Does he ask for any- 
thing special, or merely conventional treatment ? " 

" He has a fancy, he says, for something illustrative 
of the history or legends of these parts. I've looked 
out one or two scenes that I think will show up well ; 
the figures will have to be nearly life-size. I wish, Miss 
Mary," continued Davenant, with unmistakable 
sincerity in his tones, '' that you would come up and 
look at some rough sketches Jo. and I have made for 
three of the panels. Jo. is a great help, but I always 
prize the opinion of an outsider, and, you know I do 
not flatter, yours more than any other." 

As Mary turned nervously away from the French- 
man's raised hat, bracing herself to give him some 
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oardesB refusal and go on her way, for surely some of 
the villagers would have seen the two talking together, 
to her great relief she saw Joanna approaching. 

*' Oh, here's Jo./' she cried, her soul unconsciously 
gladdened by Hie picture the girl helped to make. 
The blue of her soft cambric gown and cross-over 
against the luxuriant green of the churchyard grass, 
the red-gold of her abundant hair, deepened in the 
sunset glow, made a delightful combination of contrast 
and harmony. 

The graceful poise and sway of the body as, on 
peroeiving the two at the gate, the girl hurried forward 
wete eclipsed when she joined them by the splendour 
of her eyes, which were blue as her gown, blue as the 
sky above, as the harebells that but now were gem- 
ming the hedgerows and moorland paths. 

" Oh, Mary, you were not going without speaking 
to me," she cried in reproachful tones, as her gaze fell 
on the emptied basket. 

*' I was indeed, child," returned the other, her former 
nervousness now quenched in the light of loving 
admiration which illumined her gentle countenance. 
*' We're expecting visitors, you know, and that means 
work." 

'* But you don't call Jack a visitor, surely, and as 
for this uncle, I should think the maid and Miss Martha 
— pardonne^ I should have said Miss Martha and the 
maid — are capable of preparing for him without your 
aid. Besides your visitors are not coming for days 
yet. No, no, not another word, but back to the Gap 
you go with us, and we'll take you home along the 
Ridge after supper. We both want you, don't we, 
Dads?" 

Martin, leaning against the gate, was startled by 
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the girl's abrupt queBtion from hk oontemjdatioii d 
Mary's face, a face whose refinement had always 
greatly attracted him. 

'* I was asking Miss Mary to come and look at our 
sketches for Mr. Bonaldson's screen as you came up," 
he said. 

^* Yes, and Dads thinks a lot of your opinion, Mary, 
you know. IVe been trying my pencil on ^Miss 
Mellet,' if you please, Pain Peveril's warlike daughter," 
and the girl mouthed the last few words to signify that 
that individual was a person of inmiense importance. 
*^ Our new maid," she continued, " will make a sjdendid 

model for . Oh, but I must tell you a joke about 

her." And the speaker broke off suddenly to say, 
**You go on. Dads, I want to tell Mary something 
privately." 

And with a delightful air of secrecy she drew her 
friend through the gateway. But Mary, mindful of 
that terrible scene in the morning and desirous above 
all things that her sister's wrath should have no oppor- 
tunity of expending itself on the head of the innocent 
Jo., gently disengaged herself, saying : 

^' Not now, dear, another time. I really cannot stay 
any longer." 

'' Another time ? " echoed the girl. '^ But when ? 
Say when and I'll be content. You never come near 
the Gap, and you can't think how badly I want you 
sometimes. Mr. Cartwright dead, you always too 
busy to come, and Miss Martha hating me and all my 
works. Oh ! you needn't try to deny it, Mary. 
But I've an idea in my head — a lovely idea," she con- 
tinued with a sudden return to her former vivacity. 
** I shan't tell you now, but you'll know some day." 

And the look which accompanied the words was 
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brimful of mystery and significance wholly inexplicable 
to Ifary. 

Gkx)d-byes were said, but][bef ore her friend had taken 
many steps Joanna was at her side again. 

'^ Mary/* she cried, " don't on any account tell 
Jack that I play the organ; now. I want to surprise 
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'*I don't suppose you'll see him before Sunday, 
dear. I know Mr. Ronaldson means to take him 
grouse-driving." 

**If he doesn't want to come he can stop away, 
voUikl Au revoir^ ma chfrie.^* 

And die girl flew back to her uncle while Mary 
puzzled herself all the way home about that lovely 
idea. What could it be ! 



Chaftieb n. 

All was bright, bat Tboa ounett so dreftdful and briet 
like a thunderbolt falling in gardena of flowers. 

It was perhaps scarcely surprising that when Miss 
Barnard first made the acquaintance of Mr. Tom 
Bonaldson she should have conceived a suspicion of his 
genuineness of which she was never wholly disabused. 

It was on the 11th of November, 1848, that she saw 
him for the first time, and his personal appearance, 
together with the circumstances which attended his 
coming to Heather's Edge, certainly gave colour to 
her suspicions. 

Martha Barnard was then hourly expecting the 
husband of a young and extremely handsome lady, 
who scarcely more than three days before had begged 
shelter at the cottage, the post-boy who had brought 
her so far refusing to go further, the snow having 
(so he said) rendered the moor impassable. 

To add to the peculiarity of the situation, this lady 
gave birth to a boy twenty-four hours after her arrival, 
and died six hours later. 

These events following with such rapidity upon each 
other greatly distressed the inmates of Heather's Edge 
Cottage. But nothing shocked the elder Miss Barnard 
so much as what she called the repudiation by the 
banker of the relationship the lady had assigned to him. 
She was always extremely thankful that she had 
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insisted upon the stranger writing at once to her 
husband; the note, as she took care to see, being 
handed to the postboy for immediate despatch, his 
retom to ShecdSand involving no danger either to 
himself or horses. 

It was at ten o'clock on the morning after these 
tragic events that Miss Barnard's little maid-servant, 
having opened the front door in response to a knock, 
handed her mistress a card with the information that 
a queer-looking gentleman wanted to see ''Miss 
Ronaldson." 

** Miss Ronaldson, indeed 1 " she exclaimed, " that 
won't do for me," and hurrying to the door she found a 
man (apparently about thirty years of age) with thick 
raven hair KA^nging in wavy curls below his shoulders. 
As he approached with cheerfulness to greet her she 
said witii great solemnity : 

'" I deeply regret to have to inform you, sir, that 
your wife died last night after giving birth to a boy." 

The peculiar looking individual fell back as though 
to avert a blow, but quickly recovering himself, said 
in explanatory tones : 

"'My wife ? There must be some mistake, my dear 
madam. My name is Ronaldson, and from a note 
I received early yesterday morning, I was led to expect 
I should find Miss Ronaldson, my sister, here. The 
weather has changed, and I have, as you see, good 
horses ready to conduct us home." 

''Then is there another Mr. Ronaldson living at 
Hurstwick ! And are you the banker there ? " 

*' There is no other Mr. Ronaldson living at Hurst 
wick that I am aware of," returned Tom. "My 
father died three years ago, and we have no near 
relatives either in Hurstwick or elsewhere. I am 
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the head of the bankiiig firm <rf Bonaldson and Bonald- 
■oa there." 

Bui even aa Tom apoke his heart sank low with 
apprehension of ocnning evil, thia woman regarded 
him BO fixedly. And why did ehe not call £leanor ! 
" Well, it is, I grieve to say, Mra., not Miss, Bonald- 
Bon who hee dead in tiiis house, sir, and I trost yon 
will think serioosly hefore yon venture to repudiate 
tiie solemn responsibility she, without a doabt, 
assigned to you— « reeponsibiUty which affeota both 
the living and the dead. But you shall see her re- 
mains, then you will be under no delusion as to her 
identity." 

Up the narrow, winding stairs Tom, stifled by 
oonfliotang emotions, followed his evidently displeased 
oonduotress to a comfortably furnished bedroom, 
tiie very atanoephere of which announced Death's 
ineeenoe. 

At sight of the beautiful, but lifdess, features of 
lus only, and fondly-cherished sister, Tom could 
restrain himself no longer, and, sinking down by the 
bedside, sobbed aloud. 

As Martha watched his utter abandonment to 
grief, as she heard his agonised repetition <rf " Eleanor, 
my Eleanor 1 " she believed she saw before her a 
oonscience-stfioken husband ; and her own regret at 
the untimely deatik of the beautiful young stranger 
was largely tempered by the satisfaction dbe derived 
at findin g her theory of relationship supported by 
such unmistakeable evidence. 

Quietly withdrawing to the keeping-room below 
she shook her head in wise, sad fashion. 

" He's a bad lot, Mary, I fear ; a very bad lot." 

And as Biaiy with red eye* qoeetiomed tbe statement 
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Ifartha continaed. " Wliat tale do yoa think he 
wanted to stofi me with f That he was that poor 
dear's brother ; Im^her f do yoa hear 1 " 

" Bat," said Mary, " he may have meant brother* 
in-law, perhapB." 

" Dear ! that's jnst like yon, always trying to pnt 
me right. Do you think, child, that I didn't at moe 
ask him if he had any brothers, and whethw he wb8 
the Hurstwiok banker ? Of course I did, and he has 
no relations there, nor anywhere else, he says. ^ Yoa 
know as well as I do that that poor dear Blud her name 
was RonaJdaon — ^now yon do know that ! " 

" Yes, I certainly onderstood her to say so," re* 
tamed Mary, with something like reluctance. She 
was then twenty-two, and unwilling to think badly 
of her fellows. " Yet why should he wish to call her 
his sister if she was his wife t " she asked, her thon^ts 
taking voice. 

" Ah 1 you may well ask that ; for it's not likdy 
such a child as you should know the ways of men. 
But I've heard my dear mother say that they'll 
stick at nothing to compass their own ends. Why, 
it's my belief he's got a wife down at this Horstwiok 
place, and won't own up to this, who, I haven't ft 
shadow of a doubt, is his tme and lawful one." 

" Oh, sister, that would be too dreadful," ac- 
claimed Mary, shocked at such a supposition ; " don*t 
let us think so badly of him as t^t." 

" Ah ! you always take an opposite view of tJungs,** 
returned Martha, tartly. *' I'm seldom wrong, and 
I'm sure Fm right now. Anyway, I de«re'yon keqp 
your thoughts about the matter to yourself whett 
be comes down. You must come into the paricnt 
with me then, hut you'd best not speak unless you^ 
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spoken to. Perhaps idien yoa've Been the atrange- 
looking cieataie yoa von't think quite bo well of him." 
For the next two hours there vas no sotmd from 
the death-chamber, for after that first, irrepresBible 
outburst of grief a great calm fell upon the banker. 
Sweeping aside ftn* tite moment his de^, personal 
sorrow, he bent every faonlfy of his mind to solve 
the problem of his sister's presence in this out-of-the- 
world spot — a wife, a mother. Nor was the absence 
of the husband the only remarkable part of the mystery, 
her very silence respecting him, whose place was 
surely by her side at this moment, was more signifi- 
cant even than his absence. Tom had not seen her 
for two years, for in 1846 it had been arranged that 
she should visit her friends, the Mountjoys, in Dublin, 
and afterwards aooompany them on a lengthened con- 
tinental tour. Tom, at the same time, took ship for 
New Zealand, mainly with the object of looking after 
the Randalls, who left Hurstwiok the year following 
"The Feringham Wood Affray." For since nine 
years had elapsed, and no word had been received 
from " Lord Jim," Tom could no longer refuse to 
bdieve the report of his death that reached Hurst- 
wick the month after the young nobleman's de- 
parture therefrom. He was, therefore, the more 
anxious to redeem his promise respecting Fred BandaU. 
The limit of absence was fixed at two years ; and as the 
movements of brother and sister would neceesarilj 
be liable to alteration, it had been agreed between 
them that all news respecting either should be trans- 
mitted to Mr. Brotherton, tiie bank manager, who 
would then forward such information, when possible, 
to the proper quarters. When Ronaldson reached 
Port Arthur, Tasmania, l^e captain oS his vessel 
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refused to go on to New Zealand, for the native war 
waa then at its height, and massacres of white men 
by Maoris not infrequent. Tom was greatly annoyed at 
this decision, but recc^nising it would be a foolhardy 
act to seek for the Randalls at such a juncture reeolv^l 
to stick to the ship, which at once proceeded to the 
eastern coast of China. The return voyage was made 
via Ceylon and the Cape of Good Hope. Eventually 
Bonaldson landed at Marseilles, as he had bufiinese to 
transact in Paris, then in a state of revolution of which 
he was unaware until his vessel had again left port. 

By this same vessel he had forwarded a letter for 
Brotheiton, informing him that he should be in Hurst- 
wick and ready to attend to business at latest by 
the 6th of November. Bat it was close upon mid- 
night of the 9th when he drove up to bis house, 
Eleanor's note being immediately handed to him, 
together with a telegram, also from her, which he 
was informed had been waiting for him since the 
previous day. The latter despatched from Liverpool 
and bearing date November 7th, ran : 

Meet me ftt Briokiiigtoii Hotel kt noon on the lOtli.— ElB^mcA. 

The letter Tom now drew from his pocket, and re- 
pemsed in the hope of extracting something of an 
elucidatory nature. It promised much information 
of importance, but gave absolutely none. 

Dkibsst Tok, — I find it will be impoMtble for me to rekoh 
BriddngUiu br aooa to-motraw, bo pleue come on here diieotly 
yoa receive thu. The postboy ii kfraid to oroM the moor beckOM 
« UtUe mow hu Ukn, and I don't urge the nutter, for he it • oMrdm 
drinr and neuiy had me out Mi the road haU-aa-honr ap). It ia 
■och a oomfort to know yon are In England. I'm IcHigiiig to no 
yoti, and Tn a lovely mrpriae for you. Don't fail to oone at one*. 
—Am always, Tour kring Euuwn. 

No time for more. 

The address was appended by another hand. 
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As the bereaved brother sat now by the side of the 
lifeleas writer, he oonld not but deeply feel the cruelty 
of oircnmstance, which had robbed him, not only 
oi his dearly loved sister, but of Uie opportunity of 
learning from her own lipa the nature oS " the pleasant 
stuprise " she had had in store for him. The " sur- 
jnises " he had experienoed since entering this cottage 
were ghastly and solid ; the *' surprise " Eleanor had 
promised, though a pleasant one, had vanished for 
ever. 

What could it have been ? Surely not the baby 
child! 

The shook of finding things so entirely different 
to what he had expected was the greater, as from her 
note he anticipated no evil for her beyond the temporary 
discomfort consequent upon an enforced lengthening 
of a troublesome journey. Eleanor was evidently well, 
he had concluded, and would be all right with her 
maid. But where was the nmid ? He had not known 
whether his sister would be at home to meet him, or 
whether she would wait for him to fetch her from 
Dublin. But the telegram and note had at once 
settled that question. Brotherton mnat have told 
her whm he was expected, and she was hastening to 
meet him when the snow-storm prevented her progress. 
But the babe, whose wailing now penetrated to his 
ear from below, who was its father ? 

And what could have induced Eleanor to give her 
maid«i name to these people or permit them to suppose 
he was her husband f Perhaps she had not done so, 
but in the hurry and confusion attending her coming 
and the arrival of the babe with death in its train 
they had misunderstood her. 

Surdy, he at length roused himself to say, surely 
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all these questions would be satisfactorily answered 
by the Mountjoys, Eleanor's Dablin Mends. They 
would tell him whom she had met and married without 
waiting for her brother's approval. Eleanor was not 
a giri to do anything foolish or wrong. Of course, 
there was no mystery, and had they not both foreseen 
the futility of attempting to correspond, some ex- 
planatory letter might have reached Tom and put 
him in poesession of all the lacking facte long ago. 
Even now such letters might be awaiting him at 
Hurstwick, tor just as he was setting off for FristOD- 
Boughton, the caretaker brought him a pile of docu- 
ments he bad bidden her keep till his return, sajnng, 
" as they bad waited so long, they might wait a few 
days longfH"." He wished now he had brought them 
with him ; amongst them he would doubtless have 
found some solution to the present incomprehensible 
situation. 

But Brotherton would know, he would have heard 
from Eleanor, of course, and, knowing that Tom was 
to meet her, would have thought it unnecessary to 
refer to matters Eleanor would herself prefer to inform 
her brothjBr of. With an effort Ronaldson shook off 
something of the depression which crashed him. He 
would hear at once all that these people could teD 
him, and, as he stooped and reverently kissed the 
dear face of the dead, he determined he would neither 
do nor say anything that could contradict any impre^ 
sion Eleanor had intended to convey to them. 

With Upe compressed and holding himself well in 
check, Tom at length descended to the little pariour, in 
which a bright fire was burning and where the sisters 
awaited him. 

After signifying his desire to be funiished with 
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minute paitionlars of EleaDor's coming and the events 
{oUowing, he listened for some time in complete silence 
to BGbs Barnard's stoiy. 

He vinoed slightly, but did not contradict her as she 
oommenced : " Yonr wife, sir, came here not qoite three 
days ago, just at dusk and in a blinding snowstorm. 
She was apparently very well and not much annoyed 
that the post-boy would not take her further. She 
was, indeed, very bright, and said if ve did not mind 
giving her food and lodging she would be glad to stay 
until ICr. Bonoldson, the Horstwiok banker, could 
come and fetch her. Those were her very words, sir, 
and she put five sovereigns down on tlie table." 

Tom bowed his head. Elleanor had not then spoken 
(tf him as her husband, that so far was satisfactory. 

" I said," continued Miss Martha — '* for I could see 
how things were wi^ her and thought it best you should 
know where she was, sir — I said I shall have no objec- 
tion if you will sraid a line at once to your husband, 
nm*am, the post-boy will see it is posted — our letter- 
post is gone for to-day. So she sab down and wrote 
the note which she handed to me to head with the 
proper address. Ah, sir ! it's sad she couldn't have had 
the pleasure of showing you the baby herself : she 
thought it would be ' a pleasant surprise ' for you, 
poor dear ! " 

And Martha wiped the moisture from her eyes, while 
Mary's teats fell in a bright shower as, with her handa 
in her lap, she stared into the fire. 

*' Qo on," said Tom, hoarsely, and unable to sit 
still, he paced up and down the little room. "Tell 
me everything she said and did." 

*' Well, aa I said before, sir, she was very bright and 
not at all ill. She told us a lot tiiat first evening about 
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the poor Irish. It seems, at least so I gathered, that 
she had been working with them, hdping to give them 
food, nnrsing them, and so on in the terrible famine 
time. I think, too, tfaongh Fm not quite sure/* oon- 
tinned Martha, ^' that she went oyer more than once 
to New York with some of the emigrants. She said 
they were wretched creatures, perfect skeletons some 
of them, and that they could not bear to leave their 
native land. But you will have heard aU about them 
from her, sir," and the narrator paused for an assurance 
from her interested listener. 

This was all news to Tom, but he merely inclined 
his head gravely, which movement might either siginfy 
assent or merely an intimation to proceed with the 
recital. 

*^ She also said her husband had been detained on 
the sea or somewhere, but she felt certain you would 
have returned by now. You have been away on tine 
sea, haven't you, sir 1 '* 

And Miss Barnard again broke off, determined not 
only to convict the man before her, but also to con- 
vince Mary of the righteousness of her own theory 
with regard to him. 

'' I am but just returned,'* briefly responded Tom. 

'* * Yes,' she said, * my husband went to New Zea- 
land to discover some people who settled there nine 
or ten years ago,' and die thought the war there had 
interfered with his jdans. You have been to New 
Zealand, sir, haven't you t ** said Martha, true to the 
Socratic method she delighted in. 

And again Tom could reiplj with truth that he had 
just returned from an unsuccessful attempt to land 
in New Zealand, his object having been to search icx 
a Hurstwick family he was anxious not to lose sight of. 
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Miu MaitltB wu overjc^ed to- see how well things 
vcm fittiiig thBDiMlTM to h«r theory, and even Mary 
Unoad hwoeU inoUned to own that her sist^, as usual, 
had been right in her oonolusuHis. As for Bonaldson, 
the question hammered itaelf — a truly repeating- 
hammer of a queetioB — into his brain, What was 
Sleaiior*B objeot, she a Toiy minor of truthfulnees, 
i^iat was hw objeot in confounding facts as seemed 
abondanUy sridcmt I Why have plaoed him in so 
talie, so niqdeasant • position 1 Why had she not 
pUinly said she had written to aad was ezpeoting her 
brolhtr f But what would be the good of oontradict- 
ing this opinionated woman until he had consulted 
those unopened letters and heard what Brotherton 
knew ; or had visited the Mountjoys and learned all 
they knew of Eleanor } What avail to t^ this Miss 
Barnard, nntil he held Uie key to Elesn<»:'e desire for 
■eoreoy, that two years had dapsed since be left Elngland 
for the Antipodes, since he had soon Eleanor i Why 
endeavour to enlighten her oe to the improbabiUty of 
any <me going to and from New Zealuid under ten 
mtrntliB if business of an indefinite nature was to 
be transacted } When in possession of all the 
facts it would be a comparatively easy matter to 
oonvinoe the lady of the egregious mistake she was 

So Tom thought, bat he did not then know how 
tenaciously Martha Bamard clang to a theory she 
had hecaelf evolved, neither ooold be foresee that he 
would be unable to, prodooe ^e facts necessary to 
disprove ti*ia partioolar one. 

"Tell ma about her illness," he said, with some 



" She was vp yofiterdajr monung, air, aad ddighted 
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to find the enow had gone. She was in the bedroom 
most of the morning, reading and reeting, I think, 
and in the afternoon ehe went a little way on the moor 
with Mary ; she thooght the air would do her good. 
About five o'clock she was taken very ill ; we got her 
to bed at once and did all we could for her. When- 
ever ifbe oould speak she called ' Tom, Tom ! ' and we 
soothed her all we could, telling her you would be here 
first thing this morning, and that if she didn't excite 
herself she would be able to see you as soon as yon 
anived. She seemed so strong, I never thought there 
was any real danger, though, from wha,t she had told 
me, I knew it would be a terrible thing for her to be 
ill anywhere away from you and Hurstwick. She 
was most anxious to get there, she said, before she 
feU iU." 

" I>idn't she try to write to me 1 " inquired Tom, 
with thickened utterance. 

"Lord love you, sir, the poor dear was much too 
ill to hold a pencil or even a thought. I sent five 
miles ioT the doctor, but the sweet creature sank 
directly after he got upstairs." 

There was silence in the Uttle room, its three oocn- 
pants overcome by emotion they could not restrain. 
Tom was the first to recover hinuelf . 

" What did she say } " was his brief inquiry. 

" She said, sir, that her illness was caused by the 
post-boy's careless driving, or rather that she was not 
strong enough to be driving or travelling at all." 

" The child, did she know of it ! " 

" Oh, yea, she knew of it, sir, and a heavenly smile 
was on her face when I held it for her to see. * It's 
a boy,* I cried, ' won't his father be pleased 1 ' But 
she went ofi in a dead faint, and only came to for a 
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few minntee Then I waa out of the room finding 
Bomething for the child." 

" You didn't leave her alone ! " said Tom, sharply. 

" No, sir, I knew my dnty better than that. I'd a 
woman as well as Alaiy with her, and the brandy 
brought her to for a minate or so."^ 

" Did she say nothtng f " demanded Ronaldson, 
fixedly regarding Mary, as she tonwd at the mention 
of her name. 

"She opened her eyes, sir, and tried so hard to 
apeak." Here Ifary broke into irrepressible sobs. 
" I stooped down," she oontiuoed, brokenly, '* quite 
close to her, and she whispered 'John.* Then she 
looked at me till I aaid, ' Jolm, yea,* then " 

"Ah, Maiy," interrupted the elder Miss Barnard, 
aathoritatively, "I don't tliink yon heard her cor- 
rectly. It is easy to make a mistake at anoh times. I 
feel sure, sir,*' she continued, addressing hersdf to 
the banker, " that your wife said ' Tom,* not ' John.' " 

" No, sister, ^e said ' John,' I*m positive," cor- 
reoted Maiy, with convincing emphasis, which made 
itself felt in spite of her sobs. "She even tried to 
make the word with her finger on the sheet, but when 
she had traced the * J * her hand fell, and " 

The giri could add no more, and Tom, gtdping down 
the lump in his throat, said with an effort, " And John 
the child shall be called." 

Here was at least one fact onoonnected with himself 
that he might work at for the elncidation of the 
mystery. Then he asked what luggage his sister 
bnnight, and went upstairs to examine it. It con- 
•isted solely of a cowhide bag Tom well remembered, 
and which bore her name in large black letters, 
" Elean<»r Bonahison ** — tjiere had been no room iac 
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her second name " GRvin." He searched it for 
papers, as well as her pockets, bat found none (^ any 
UDportance, not even an envelope with her maiden 
or married name. She had evidently carried the 
bag with her, for it bore no labels, no clue to the roate 
she had taken. Bnt from the presence of " greenbacks" 
in her purse, along with English money, she certainly 
must have come direct from America, as Miss Martha 
had opined. 

Oppressed by the sense of mystery which almost 
ontweighed the sense of loss, after making certain 
necessary arrangements, he left Heather's Edge for 
Hnrstwick, promising to return in five or six days. 
But to Martha's disgust and Mary's distress, he neither 
saw nor expressed a wish to see the child who, un- 
wittingly, had robbed him of his sister. 



ntOM we lOTs, we love for eYttjUdng, evm for the pkin tbey htve 
giTflD na.^WALTiB Sataqs Lurixn. 

Alteovor Bonaldion would not permit himseU to 
eDtertain a doabt as to the speedy cleartng-up of 
eyeiything that appeared mysterious in regard to his 
Slater's marriage and deaUi, he was, nevertheless, 
oompletely orushed by these events. She had been 
his sole confidante, the one joy remaining to him after 
the departure of his friend. Lord James Bagshot 
Warner. Indeed, from their motheriess childhood the 
brother and sister had been bound to each other by 
tiie strongest ties of affection. 

When later on "Lord Jim" and Tom became 
bosom friends, Eleanor was never permitted to con- 
sider herself de trop, and if she did not actually par- 
ticipate in their hare-brained ent^prises, she was 
always consulted before the event, and manifested 
the keenest interest in every detail of ite working. 

It waa Eleanor, then close upon eighteen, who helped 
to disguise the friends for the " B.B.-D.V.A.," which 
abbreviations stood for " the Ben Bolea-Dame Vernon 
Attack," with the trio. It was paint placed by her 
fingers on the aristocratic nose of " Lord Jim " that so 
effectually transformed it, and made the young noble- 
man loa^y in the sight of the Harqois some hours 
latra. And it was Eleanor's money tliat Tom after- 
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wards slipped into his friend's ooat-pooket on Brick- 
ington highway, for Tom was jaat then too low in 
funds to pay his lost wager. 

Though her share in this and similar exploits was 
unknown to any but her fellow-conspirators, Mr. 
Bonaldson, senior, was, from time to time, reminded 
by the lodira of his acquaintance that his daughter's 
prospects would be utterly ruined if she were not sent 
abroad to enjoy the companionshipB and avooations 
of her own age and sex. But it was not ontil the 
Christmas following the Feringham Wood affray and 
the news of Lord Jim's death, that EleEinor would 
entertain the idea of leaving home. 

Tom at the same time expressed a wish to go to 
London and seriously study for the banking bosinees, 
(or he was not altogether at his ease. Boles was 
convalescent, and Boles was filled with an insensate 
rage against the young keeper, Randall ; there was 
no telling what Boles might unearth, so it wonld be 
as wdil to get away from the town. 

The report of Uie young nobleman's death nwtfaer 
Eleanor nor Tom believed. They were firmly con- 
vinced that he was never on board the Sultan. Earn- 
estly and wi^ closed doors they discussed the situa- 
tion. Jim had distinctly said he would never use 
his title again. Was it likdy he would advertise 
everybody of his whereabouts when he might be 
wanted any moment for knocking Boles and Randall 
ovw 1 No, this was a blind, a ruse on Jim's part. 

So the two, keeping their own coonsri, gave no 
credence to what the Abbey people and Hnrstwiokians 
generally regarded as inoontrovwtible evidence oi 
the young nobleman's death, namely, that Lord 
Bl&konbridge had booked No. 4 oftUn few himself 
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and Lord James Bagshofc Warner (as the clerk at the 
shipping office affirmed). Certainly there was no 
denying that Lord Blakenbridge was on board TJie 
SuUan. 

The brother and sister, however, looked forward 
to the exile's return when all possibility of his connection 
with the poaching a£Eray was removed. The keepers, 
mercifully, were both recovering, and Tom pictured 
Jim in some safe, secret shelter where, effectually con- 
cealed, he might make himself cognisant of the pas- 
sage of events in Hurstwick. So the brother and sister 
determined to follow out their father's frequently- 
expressed wishes, but at the end of two years they 
were at home again, their affection for each other 
more deeply rooted than ever. 

Yet no news from Jim had reached Tom or the Abbey. 
A monument or rather a marble tablet to his memory 
had been placed in the Pierton private chapel, yet 
Eleanor and Tom still believed him to be alive. But 
when the Randalls had left the town and the country, 
it seemed strange to them he should make no sign. 

''He means to keep that vow of not returning," 
remarked Tom. '' Well, I said I wouldn't have my 
hair cut till he came back, and I haven't had it 
cut, and I toanH have it cut ! " 

Eleanor mildly observed that self-torture in public 
was quite out of fashion, and, moreover, was of no 
practical value whatever. 

'' If any man deserves punishment for that affair, 
it is I, Tom Bonaldson." 

'' Well, get a hair-shirt, dear, that will be quite as 
effective as a hair-coat, I should say," coimselled 
the sister. 
^ . '' But it wouldn't punish me as much. Besides, 
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I said I wouldn't have my hair oat till he came back, 
that was my bargain. I'll stand to it, cost what it 
will. That wager cost Jim his home. Am I to suffer 
notiuDg i " 

Eleanor sighed. " I*m with you whatever you do, 
old boy — long hair ot short hair, I am yours till death." 

But one by one Tom's former associates dropped 
him aa his raven locks, in wavy lines, hung longer, 
and in ever-increasing length, until they tt^eat^ed 
to descend to his waist. Dandies did not care to be 
seen with a fellow who was evidently demented, 
or bent on TnftlHng himself ridiculous. 

His father, however, was willing to oondone this 
eccentricity as he noted Tom's growing devotion to 
the banking business, which promised, under his 
auspices, to become one <^ the moat wealthy and 
important private concerns in the country. As for 
his former companions Tom did not lament their 
desertion. Eleanor's constant affection and unfailing 
sympathy proved amply compensatory. 

The devotion of the sister and brother, indeed, 
formed at one time the subject of universal oonunent 
in " sleepy old Hurstwick." At first it was com- 
mended, and held up as an example to all brothers 
and sisters in the somnolent borough and its neigh- 
bourhood. But as years rolled by the comment took 
on a censorious flavour. Such affection was uncalled 
for, even tmnatural t A giri of twenty-two (or waa 
she not twenty-three 1} ought to marry. Especially 
a girl who might undoubtedly be r^arded as an 
heiress, and who in addition to wealth had, un- 
deniably, good looks to transmit. 

But Eleanor turned a deaf ear to her many suitors, 
several <^ whom were tEonbleaomely persevering. 
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refusing to regard her " No " as a final answer. And 
so it was that the mothers of these young men began 
to look upon and speak with disfavour of the hand- 
some Miss Ronaldson. 

''There's something queer in the family. Look, 
for instance, at Tom with hair that many women 
would give half their fortune for. And the girl re- 
fusing Lord Marcus Tuke ! There's a something, 
you may depend — insanity, perhaps, one never knows." 

And tongues wagged, and Eleanor heeded them 
not. She was not, however, averse to the prospect 
of being out of earshot of them when soon after her 
father's death the Mountjoys invited her to Dublin. Jim 
would never come back now, he must have gone down 
in The SuUan. But Tom should go to New Zealand, 
and see that all was right with Fred Randall. He 
had promised *^ Lord Jim " to look after him, then 
the brother and sister would settle down together 
for life. 

Such had been their programme, but alas ! it would 
never, could never now be carried out. 

The old stone-house in High Street, the home of 
many departed Ronaldsons, wore an air of befitting 
mournfulness as Tom drove up in the gloom of a 
November dawn. He had set out with such delight 
to fetch Eleanor, glad she was so unexpectedly near 
and that he had not to go to Dublin for her. How 
different the prospect to the reality ! Eleanor had 
always declared to him that she would never marry. 
What manner of man had at length prevailed upon 
her to listen to his suit ? 

Who was the fortunate individual she had favoured ? 
Was he worthy of her ? Why was he not at her side ? 
Why, indeed, had he ever Ic^ her t 
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These, and other questions, presented themselves 
to his troubled mind during the long journey from 
Heather's Edge Cottage, and hoping to effectually 
silence their importunity, Tom shut himself up in 
his study as soon as he reached home. Giving orders 
that Mr. Brotberton should be requested to wait 
npon him at once, he set himself to examine 
the parcel of unopened letters from which he hoped 
Bo mnch. 

Bat they gave him no information respecting 
Eleanor's coortehip or marriage. The first iaa eye 
f^ (HI was in her handwriting, and evidently written 
some six months aft«r the brother and sister had 
parted. It was headed " Barra Barra, oo. Galway." 

"Although" [it rwi] " I know you cumat receive thia until you r«tam 
to ' akepy old Horetwick ' (I may be there, too, Uies), I feel I mnst 
tdl 3rou what I uu doing, that if blame attaohea to anyone you 
may know that I alone awerve it. I have given up aU idea of 
the OMitinental tour (you and I muat go together some day) and 
intend to spend my tune and money here. Oh ! my dear Tom, 
If yon knew the Buffeting, the itarration of these poor soob (tluy 
are almost bodilees) I'm sure yon would say I am right to tiy to 
help them. Ton need not be the least bit anziom abont me, for 
Fm well oared for, though this district is one of tiie wont on the 
west coast. Voi (me of three lady volunleen working under tJi« 



Rev. John Jones, a devoted clergyman who inspirea ever^ one 

with Us own enthusiasm. I do hope yon are well and '' — 

your Mil. I'm quil« locAang forward to o 



retnrn. At six o'olook ea£ mwniBg '_ ...._ _ , 

Ood VIem and prcaerve yon erer ! — Your loving aist«r, 

" EutAHoa." 

Tom's eyes were moist aa he read the foregoing, 
the only one from Eleanor. There were letters <tf an 
earlier date from the Moontjoys, the first informing 
him that, spite of remonstranoee and eirtreaties <m 
their part, Meanor had insisted on going to the weat 
coast with two <ddeT ladies to act as a private reiki 
oonunittee under the goidanoe irf the Rev. Jidui Jonea, 
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a Welflhman, of whom nothing further waa known in 
Dublin. 

The latter letter stated that Mrs. Mountjoy was 
then ignorant of her late visitor's whereabouts. When 
she last heard from her she was about to accompany 
a party of emigrants to New York or Canada. The 
writer was evidently annoyed at Miss Bonaldson's 
desertion, and did not scruple to assert that the girl 
had acted very foolishly. She, Mrs. Mountjoy, however, 
was in no wise to blame, and Tom must acquit her 
et all responsibility for his sister's subsequent doings. 
This was most unsatisf aotory, but all Tom's searching 
elicited no further information, and he was feeling 
sordy depressed when Mr. Brotherton (whom he had 
been unable to see before he left for Heather's Edge) 
entered. 

** Why, sir," exclaimed the latter, anxiety in every 
tone as he noted the banker's dejected appearance. 
^* You are looking none the better for your voyaging. 
And Miss Eleanor ? Is she well ? " 

'^ She is dead, Brotherton," Tom managed to say, 
and then his pent-up, but now unsubduable emotion, 
broke forth in heart-rending sobs to the consternation 
(rf the faithful old servant of the firm. 

" Dead ? " he echoed. *^ No, no ! that cannot be ! 
I received a letter from her a fortnight ago, and — 
Dear, dear, this is terrible, terrible, my dear young sir." 

''Yet there are some things worse than death, 
Brotherton," Tom said, when by a supreme effort 
he recovered some measure of self-control, though the 
storm €l grief at his heart revealed its presence in 
has quivering lq>s and stilted utterance. ''To find 
hn dead in the midst of strangers, no familiar hand 
or Tdoa to comfort or oloee her eyes» was in itself 
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t to wound me to the quick. But to find her a 
wife and mother, yet to be in utter ignorance of the 
name or whereabouts of her husband, completely 
tinmang me. Did you know of her marriage ? " 
oonduded the bereaved man, his tones now stem and 
unions. 

" Indeed, I did not, sir. I had one letter from 
her when you had been gone a httle over a year." 

" YouVe got it f Eh, that's right ; now let me 
bear it, date and all." 

" Certainly," returned the other, opening a drawer 
containing filed letters. 

PoBto RMtante, Neir York. November 30, 1847. 

Dhab Hr. Bbothmbton, — Will jaa let me know At onc« 017 
brother'B whei«kbonta in w> far aa you are AcquAinted with then I 
I am partiouUrly anxlomi to know whether he ia likely to retom 
baton tba time we originallj fixed, viz., next November. I slukll 
he glad. t0(^ U 7011 can give me any addtcM that will be likely to 
find him within tike next few monuia. I take this opportnm^ of 
saying that I am about to withdraw through the New Yoik Bank 
five hundred pounds of the amount atanding to my credit at HnrBt. 
wiok (making in all £1,000 since I left England). How are you and 
all Hantwit^iatiB T llioiigh I bope to be baek in the sle^^ o(d 
town befora long, any news of it will be welcome. —Faithfully yonia, 
Elxakob BOHAIJ>5oa. 

P.S. — X>et me b«Te a line at above addiees whenever you hear 
from my brother. 

" And this IB the copy of my reply," continued the 



Tbo Bank, Huratwick, Vin^^nii; Deoember 30th, 1847. 
Dbak Masax,— I am in reoeipt of your favour of the 30th nit t 
and fn reply beg to inform yon that tbe only letter I have as yet 
received &t»n your brother arrived at the dose of September last. 
It oontains instmotioni relative to oertain seouritieB and other 
finanaial business, and ea^>owen me to aot for him in one <w two 
mattsn, thus emphastong his intMitioa (elsewliera doBmitdy 
e^vessed) of not letnming to England for anotiter ten or twdre 
mnntha. I e^iy the foUowins from his letter. " If yoa are aware 
ti my aisWs pSMSBt wfaerettboats, pleass tell bar it is extnmelj 
' »-", that 1 tlmU rsMh HuMwMc mia n— ' '^-^^ 
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early November. I fear that it will be uselesB to give jrou any 
addrees as my movements are so uncertain, while a letter from me 
will scarcely travel faster than I can. mierefore, remember that 
no news is good news." His letter was posted at Port Arthur, 
Tasmania, but was evidently written berore the vessel arrived 
there. You kindly enquire after my health and the old town. I 
think I may say both are looking up, especially the town, for the 
Marquis appears to have quite discarded the melancholy ^diioh 
enwrapped him for so many ^eais after the death of the Marchioness 
and is mixing in society agam. I understand that the health of the 
Earl of Towermains is not in a satisfactory state. I note that you 
intend to withdi-aw the sum of £500. Your investments have proved 
singularly good this year. You have now £19,540 standing to your 
credit. — 1 remain, dear madam, your obedient servant, 
Miss E. Bonaldson. Joshua Bbothbbton. 

" Then Mrs. Mountjoy was right. My sister must 
have accompanied a party of emigrants to New York. 
Ah, I forgot; you are wondering why she went to 
America ! Here is a letter I found this morning ; 
it will explain why the European tour was abandoned, 
and here is one from Mrs. Mountjoy. You say you 
received a letter from my sister a fortnight ago. 
Where is it ? " 

'* Here, sir, upon the file. It is merely a request 
that I would read and give you ^ the enclosed ' on 
your arrival. ' Please give my brother the enclosed 
when he arrives, after reading it yourself. Should 
you have any fresh news let me have it at Brooklyn 
Hotel, Liverpool, not later than November 5th.' As 
you see, it is not signed, sir." 

'' Neither is mine, otherwise than ' Eleanor,' which 
seems strange," mused Tom, as he glanced over the 
few lines. They ran : 

DxAB ToM, — ^I*m coming home as quickly as I can. I have 
indeed arranged to leave New York on or about the 18th inst., 
and should be due at Liverpool about the 5th or 6th prox. H I 
hear nothing to the oontrarv from Mr. Brotherton, I shall ooncTude 
yon are at home and will then telegraph and ask you to meet me 
somefj^ere, probaUy at BiickiiigtoiL Ton oan't tell how I long 
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to be kt home win, aad ob ) how very much I have to toll yoo 1 
Ood grant DB A uppT meetiiig. I mnat not add more or I shkll. 
miM the mail — Your loving Eliamox. 

" ThiB is dated October 10th." 

" Tea, BJr, just about a week before she sailed, or 
perhaps more, for it reached me ten days before I 
expected your arrival." 

" I wish I had had this letter before I set off to 
Heather's Edge." 

" All the letters were in readiness, filed, as you see, 
sir ; and had I known when you arrived I would have 
nm down here to meet you. But you were so late 
I had quite given you up for the night." 

" I wouldn't have you disturbed, Brotberton ; 
but what reply did you make to my sister t " 

*' I had just received your letter from MarseiUee, so 

I wrote and told Miss your sister that you would 

be at home, or rather that you purposed to be at home, 
at latest by the 6th." 

" Ha I that explains, then, why she tdegraphed bo 
oonfidentiy from the Brooklyn Hotel, asking me to 
meet her at Brickington. She had requested yon to 
let her know if I made any change in my plans. She 
oould not have reached there until the 7th, I should 
diink, for that is the date on the tel^ram. But this 
brings us no nearer to the solution of the mystery. I 
must set out at once for New York." 

" But you couldn't be back in time for the funeral, 
sir," urged Brotberton. " Why not go direct to this 
Barra-Barra in Ireland ? The clergyman Jones is named 
John, I Bee, and you say your sister wiahed the baby 
to be called John. Don't be down-hearted, sir, and 
don't let it be supposed for one moment that thwe 
is anything to hide with regard to your sister, Hnrat- 
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wick may be sleepy, but it's a very monkey-jungle for 
chatter if it catches a glint of scandal beneath its 
half-open eye." 

'' Of course, she is the soul of honour, I know that 
well enough. Besides, this Miss Barnard tells me 
she had expressed the hope that her baby would be 
bom in Hurstwick," said Tom, though his tones were 
very despondent. "' What puzzles me is the remark- 
able manner in which she must have confounded me 
with her absent husband." 

And Bonaldson detailed all the facts he had learned 
at Heather's Edge, and the singular and unpleasant 
conclusions drawn by the mistress of that comfortable 
little dwelling-house. 

*' All will come right, you'll find, sir ; these women 
have mixed things up. It seems to me just probable," 
continued Brotherton, tentatively, as he examined 
afresh the first lettw Eleanor had written to him, 
** that your sister may have had some idea of getting 
married when she wrote this, and perhaps would have 
postponed the wedding if you had been likely to 
return earlier." 

" I don't know what to think," rejoined Tom, 
dubiously. 

'* It's best to keep an open mind, perhaps. But we 
must know something definite as soon as possible, sir, 
for her death ought to be announced in Ths Advertiser 
immediately." 

" You forget we don't know her name," said Tom, 
bitterly. 

" No, but you'll find that out, sir, at Barra-Barra," 
replied Brotherton, with an assumption of confidence 
barely skin-deep. '' You had better post, sir," he 
continued, as Tom rose with the evident purpose of 
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getting off at once ; " our line, the Great Way Bound, 
as we call it, will be no help to you." . 

And the faithful creature's parting words, " A 
hosbond most be found," repeated themselTes in the 
footfalls of the posting horses, and in every revolatioa 
of paddle and carrif^je wheels until Barra-Baira was 
reached. 

Btit it was to Liverpool Tom went fixst, for from 
the Brooklyn Hotel Eleanor had despatched her 
telegram. There he learned that a lady — a Mrs. 
B«nialdBon, that was the name upon her bag — atrived 
late on the n^ht of the 6th, and left about six o'olook 
on the evening of the 7th. She was quite alone, took 
her meals in her room, and, it was understood, had 
crossed from New York in the Titania. 

At Baira-Baira, where Tom at onoe prooeeded, he 
had the singular good fortune, as he then r^arded it, 
to fall in with Miss Enstoue, one of the trio of ladies 
who had worked under the Bev. John Jones. Though 
the relief works had been praotioally abamloued tot 
elose upon twelve months, she had remained in the 
place, aiding those who had survived starvation or 
withstood the temptation to emigrate, to earn a soant 
livelihood. 

On receiving Tom's card Miss Enstone aooorded 
him a warm welcome. She had heard of him, she 
ezi^aiued, from his sister, who bad frequently spoken 
of him. 

" I bavo lost her," Ronaldson said, simply, but with 
such pathos there was no n|iHto)iing the aad import 
of his words. 

" Lost her 1 " echoed the lady, " then she has indeed 
known but a brief spell of married life." 

" Please tell me all you know about har, i 
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I only reached Hurstwick five days ago, and I had no 
idea of her marriage until I heard of her death." 

'' Indeed ! " and Miss Enstone's single ejaculation was 
perhaps as kind, as effective a herald of coming un- 
pleasantness as under the circumstances could have 
been impressed for that office. 

But Tom was as though he heard it not. 

'^ When my sister and I parted," he continued, '' it 
was with the understanding that she as well as myself 
would be travelling for about two years, and, as our 
movements would necessarily be uncertain, we agreed 
to forego correspondence. She, however, wrote me 
when she first came here, though the letter, naturally, 
did not reach me until my return to Hurstwick, the 
day before her death. In that letter she tells me the 
necessities of the poor starving Irish so wrought upon 
her that she determined to give up the intended Con- 
tinental tour and devote herself to their relief. Will 
you be good enough to tell me when she left here for 
America and all you know of her marriage ? " 

'^ I think it will be better for me to give you a brief 
history of our work," said Miss Enstone, "for your 
sister's marriage is no doubt an outcome of that work. 
Miss Bonaldson came here, as she told you in her letter, 
and was not only a great help in the matter of actual 
labour, but was ever ready with money for the purchase 
of food and clothing. The great desire of Mr. Jones 
was to encourage these Barra-Barra people to emigrate 
to America, his design being to form a little community 
o| Irish there. Land was to be purchased and stocked 
with animals, implements, and cereab ; cottages were 
to be built. Lace-making, laundry work, and other 
industries were to be carried on by the females ; 
fanning, building, and carpentry by the men. We were 
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all greatly intereeted in this Bcheme, and your aiater 
promised the latge amonnt of £600, which Mr. Jonea 
eaid woold be sufficient for the purchase of land and 
the farm stock. Land was very cheap there, he said. 
Well, the long and short of it was that seventy of these 
people fell in with the proposal, and in October or 
November of last year your sister. Miss Pearoe, and 
Mr. Jones accompanied these emigrants to New 
York." 

Tom was all attention ; he could so wdl realise the 
enthusiasm Eleanor would throw into such an under- 
taking. 

" I do not care for the water," continued Miss 
Enstone, " so I remained here, and all further history 
of the work and your sister's connection with it has 
come to me through Miss Pearoe. It appears that on 
reaching New York many of the Irish females were 
quite unfit for further travel. Moreover, the land had 
yet to be purchased and the cottages erected. So, 
as I understand, your sister volunteered to remain in 
New York and look after the women and sick, while 
Hiss Pearce and Mr. Jones, with the men folk, went 
farther up the country to inspect the land that had 
been offered for sale and which, I believe, lay on the 
north bank of the Hudson. Some months passed 
before all was ready for the reception of those left in 
New York. If my memory serves me rightly, it was 
the end of February or early in March when Hiss 
Ronaldson brought up her party to the farm which 
Mr. Jones had purchased and christened ' Patricia.' 
It naturally was an arduous business, this of arranging 
the different departments, and Mr. Jones's health, Ifiss 
Pearoe tells me, began to flag about June last, and 
something was said about hia retoming to En^andL 
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When that qtieetkm was mooted, it seems yoor msbet 
expressed a desire to taravd to England at the same 
time. She wished to be at home^ she said, to welcome 
yon on your return. Miss Pearoe's suq[>ioions w^re 
aroused by one or two little ckcumstanoes, and the 
long and short of it was she taxed your sister vntii 
having privately married Mr. Jones. Your sister told 
her she had better address her remarks to that gentle- 
man. There was a good deal of friction, I gather from 
Miss Pearce's letters, and matters came to such a pass 
that she refused to work any longer with your sister. 
The outcome of her resolution was that Mr. Jones 
and Miss Ronaldson left Patricia last August with 
the avowed intention of proceeding direct to England, 
via New York. But in her last letter Miss Pearoe 
told me that they were both in New York City as late 
as the dose of last September.-- That is aU I know 
of the matter.'' 

Thank you, very much," said Tom, gratefully. 

There is no question that my sistw was lawfully 
married to this gentleman. She was the soul of 
honour, and though her generous impulses often carried 
her into peculiar situations, she could never act dis- 
honourably. I can understand even that there would 
be wisdom in not proclaiming the marriage to that 
little community." 

'^ Perhaps so ; still, Miss Pearoe might have been 
made acquainted with it, one would have thought." 

'*I shall go over to New York directly after the 
funeral, when I expect I shall find Mr. Jones has been 
anxiously awaiting news of Eleanor's arrival at Hurst- 
wick." 

But why should he not have accompanied her ? " 
My dear lady, you shall know all when I have seen 
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him. For aught I know he may be waitmg at my 
bonse at this very moment." 

Tet hopefully as Tom apoke, hia mind was greatly 
disqaieted by Miss Enstone's atory. And he oonld not 
reeiBt the oonviction that she was kee|Hng aometiiing 
baok, that Miss Pearce's statements or insinuations 
had been watered down. 

Yet the simple fact she had detailed — viz., that 
Eleanor had remained in New York with Mr. Jones 
for some weeks prior to her return to England — was, 
in itself, a guarantee that that gentlonan was her 
husband. 

" No smoke without file,*' Tom translated " No 
love without marriage " in Eleanor's ease. " Eleanor 
was Eleanor," he told himself over and over again, 
which was simply a variatioQ of that etwnal truth, 
'* The Queen can do no wrong." 

Naturally she had desired to be the first to tdl 
her brother of the new relationship she had entered 
into ; she would have asked her husband to go to his 
friends first, and join her later, when she would have 
acquainted Tom with the remarkable history c^ her 
past two years of life. Mr. Jones had, of course, all 
her papers with him. 

And Tom by d^^rees had mapped out the probable 
pn^raomie the pair had drawn up, and before retiring 
to rest at the little inn, where he was compelled to 
sojourn for the night, he wrote at some length to 
Brotherton telling him that Mr. Jones was, without a 
doubt, the missing husband. Ronaldson went so far 
even as to advise his manager that Mr. Jonea might 
himself be expected to reach Huratwick at any moment. 
And, witb that probability in view, he authorised 
Brotherton to open any letters addressed either 
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himself or his sister which might arrive in his absence. 

Having posted this epistle Tom, with a mind some- 
what relieved, went to bed, the landlord promising to 
secure him a seat in the mail-cart next morning, that 
being the quickest mode of travelling from Barra- 
Barra. 

While waiting for the driver to breakfast before 
commencing the return journey a note was put into 
Bonaldson's hands. It was from Miss Enstone. 

Dear Mb. RoNALDSON,-^The mail has just brought me The 
New York Trilmne, from which I haye oopied the following and 
hasten to send it, knowing it will prove of interest to you. It 
occurs under the heading Deaths.** '* At New York, on the 9th 
of October, after a lingering illneas, the Rev. John Jones, M.A., of 
Lianfair, Wales, Barra-Barra, Ireland, and Patricia, New York 
State, aged fifty-six years.** 

Tom stumbled into the now waiting vehicle. Before 
his face the heavens and the earth fled away and the 
mountains were not. The old landmarks had vanished, 
he saw a new heaven and a new earth and his soul 
moaned dumbly, for Eleanor and honour found no 
place therein. 



There «« dark abyssM tad jtMmng guUs in the hnmkn hcwt 
which OMi be rendered pusable only hy bridging them over witit 
iron nervea (md unewB- — LoNarELLOw. 

But the breeze, borne from the Atlantic, by d^rees 
penetrated to his conBcionsoeeB, and b^ore he reached 
the railway BtatdoQ he hod resol7ed on another oooree 
of action. 

Avoiding Dublin and the HountjoyB, he took train 
for the Cove of Ccn-k (now Qoeenstown) and, arrived 
tiiere, tel^raphed to Brotherton : " Attend funeral in 
my absence. Addi«es me Foete Restante, New York. 
Jjetter followB." 

Better be absent from the funeral than permit Wa 
Barnard's tongue to embitter that closing scene with 
caustic, if natural, inquiriee. To go to Heather's 
Edge with the story that Eleanor's husband had died 
a month ago, would be about as wise a thing to do as 
to remove the flood-gates during a heavy downpour. 
No, there must be some otiier solution than that of 
the Enatone-Pearce, and Tom was determined to 
discover it. 

Arrived in Kew York, he immediately waited upon 
Justice Matsell, chief of "the Star Polioe," as the 
guardians of pablio safety in that dty were then 
styled. This gentleman was able to confirm the 
statemmt that the Rev. John Jones lay ill tot many 
weeks in Rose Street and that he was hmtd in 
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Brooklyn Cemetery. But whether he was married or 
not, he could not say. No doubt the landlady of the 
house where he lodged would be able to tell Mr. 
Bonaldson. 

Though the wealthy New Yorkers at that time were 
being gradually swept further and further from the 
Battery and Harbour, there were still persons of means 
residing in Rose Street. But the landlady of the late 
Rev. John Jones was a coarse, disagreeable creature, 
as Tom found to his cost when he begged her for 
details of that clergyman's life under her roof. She 
evidently resented her late lodger's lengthened illness, 
for it had prevented her letting her other spare rooms. 

** He had every attention ? His wife was devoted 
to him ? " Ronaldson ventured. 

"Um! Well, it's not for me to talk. She paid 
handsomely for the two of them, and if she wasn't his 
wife, all I can say is she ought to have been. You're 
her brother, you say ? Um ! pity you didn't come 
here soonw." 

And Tom never in all his life felt so small as when 
this coarse creature swept him down from top to toe 
with a glance that spoke volumes of contempt. 
. " I'm bound to t^ you though, for I owe her no 
grudge, ihBt she did no more for the dying man than 
she would have done for any poor creature in like 
case. As I understood, she would have joined her 
husband (whom she said she was to meet in England) 
long ago, only she couldn't leave the Bev'rend to die 
alone. It was cancer, that's what it was with him, 
and the doctor wouldn't hear of his being moved. 
No, she was never caUed anything but Ronaldson. 
I called her Mrs. Ronaldson, but some folks down 
by .die. Battery knew her as Vlfist,* and nobody had 
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ever heard of her Elnglish husbaiMl. She vaa odo 
as helped the IriBhers, but it wasn't till atier hie 
funeral as I found all that out. Here, she soanje 
stirred outside the door. Well, good morning ; I 
can't tell you more if I atop all day." 

So Eleanor expected to find her husband in Elngland 1 
And Miss Barnard had positively affirmed that Eleanor's 
husband had gone to New Zealand. But then Hiss 
Barnard was equally sure that Tom was Eleanor's 
husband ! What a labyrinth of garbled facts I 

Yet there must be a due somewhere, and Tom was 
reBolved to find it. 

He made house-to-house visits among the draiizens 
of the Battery and Five Points districts, but though 
here and there a watoluuan or private individual 
recalled Miss Bonaldson as an almoner ten or twelve 
months before, no one ever referred to her past or 
prospective marriage. As a matter of tact vtiry few, 
if any, of the emigrants she brought out had remained 
in New York, and the rush for the Calif omian gold-mines 
in the firing had ntteriy changed the population in 
those quarters. So, as a last resort, Roualdson 
betook himself to Miss Pearce at Patricia. 

He found the little c(^ny in a state of ci^lapse, 
nearly all the male members having deserted en maaae 
for C^difomia. Miss Pearoe was bravely endeavouring 
to find positions as cooks, laundiy-maids, and " helps " 
for all the women, excepting the lace-makers. These 
latter she hoped she migjht keep together and make 
the association self-supporting. Tom promised to 
assist in the winding-up and sale of the farm and stock, 
•s well as in the matter of an endowment for the 
laoe school. Miss Pearce, in her turn, promised to 
make strict inquiry odE those still under her oare who 
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had remained in New York wiih Miss Bonaldson while 
Patricia was being prepared for iheir reception. 
For Tom felt convinced, as he told Miss Pearce, that 
it was then, and there, Eleanor formed the acquaint- 
ance that ripened into marriage. 

Miss Pearce could give no opinion on that point. 
She had been much pained by what she had discovered 
last July ; she was indeed indignant that matters 
should have gone so far. Mr. Jones had not denied 
the marriage, for the simple reason that Miss Pearce 
had never taxed him with it. But then they saw 
no other gentleman ; indeed Miss Bonaldson had never 
left Patricia for an hour since she arrived there 
the beginning of March. 

" The baby, you tell me, was bom on the 10th of 
November. Well, as I said before, I am not in a 
position to speak of who she might, or did, meet in 
New York before. she came up here, and I have never 
questioned the girls. They were deeply attached to 
her, and it was chiefly that her influence with them 
might not be injured or impaired that I insisted on 
her leaving us. I will, however, since you desire it, 
make inquiry of them.'' 

But the result was extremely unsatisfactory. The 
girls and women remembered no one their ^' blessed 
Miss Bonaldson — ^glory be to God ! ever * took 
up with ' unless it were the good Father Jeremy, the 
little dark praste she would bring sometimes to speak 
with them at their bedsides. And sometimes she 
would go with him to see some poor English. But 
the good f atlier — ^glory be to God ! — had gone over 
the say, he had told them he would do so, to teach 
the poor ha}rthens." 

That was the net result of Miss Pearoe's inquiries, 
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and when BonoldsoQ had ferreted oat the doctor who 
attended Mr. Jones in hk last ilhieas, and had searched 
every church raster in the city, he felt he was no 
nearer the solntion of the myateny than he was when 
he knelt beside Eleanor's lifeleas form at Heather's 
Edge Cottage. Truly this marriage must have been 
a very secret affair. Yet, what should make secrecy 
necessary ? 

It was tills air of mystery with which Eleanor had 
herself invested the poeition that distressed Tom so 
greatly, and the more he tried to disperse it, the more 
he dreaded what its possible dispersion might disclose. 

This Father Jeremy who had gone across the sea- 
had he assumed the priest's garb, or was he the genuine 
article ! Sm^ly it was not to him that Eleanor had 
referred when she spoke of New Zealand. But no 
stone must be left unturned ; this " little dark praste " 
must, if possible, be found. Yet what could induce 
a man, newly married, and to such a woman as Eleanor, 
to leave his wife and go off to the Antipodes t The 
question was an insult to both husband and wife. 
No ; Eleanor must have married Mr. Jones, perhaps 
before leaving Ireland. 

But to New Zealand Tom decided to go, and before 
setting sail gave explicit orders that ths announce- 
ment of his sister's death should appear in tiie New 
York City daily newspapws for three months, as 
follows :— " On November 10th, 18*8, at Friston- 
Bonghton, Derbyshire, Eleanor Gavin Ronaldstm, 
late of Hurstwick, England, aged 27 years. Aostraliaa 
and New Zealand papers please copy." 

B<Hialds(Hi spent more than a year on the New 
Zealand Islands, and during that time leanwd that 
the elder Randall had formed one of the pai^ of 
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English undfir Ciiq^tain Wakefield, masaaored in 1843, 
a^ Wakau, by the chiefs Bauperaha and Rhangiha<»ta> 
But of Mrs. Randall, her son, or hw son's wife, he dis- 
Govered no trace. 

The failure of the Eng^h Qovemment to recognise 
and confirm the eUims of the New Zealand Land 
Gompany to the lands they asserted they had honour* 
ably purchased from the natives, had led many would- 
be settlers, brought over by the Company, to abandon 
the Colony in disgust. But whether fi^ Randall 
had be^i one to do so, or wheth^ he had been killed 
in one of the numerous ooaBiotM between the whites 
Mid natives, Rcmaldson failed to discover. 
^. Of Eleanor, or anyone connected with her, he, as he 
Ittd opmed, heard nothing, and though the Roman 
Catholics had several missionaries in New Zealand » 
none answered to '"the little dark praste" the Irish 
gills iiad spoken of, so Tom dismissed him from the 
position of a possible actor in his sister's secret marri- 
ng®- 

■ During a five years' search, in which period Ronald- 
son was acoredited by his acquaintances in England 
with the establishment of branch banks in New York 
and Australia, no news reached him from Hurstwick 
of the misfling husband. But Brotherton was anxious 
to consult his. pdncipaL on important, business afiEairs, 
so Tom turned homeward, telegraphing by the first 
submarine caUe in the Channel to his manager to 
meet him in Paris. 

.Then he learned, for the first time, that Brotherton, 
acting on the instructions Tom had sent from Barra- 
Barra, had felt no scruple in approiniating the dead 
Jones as Eleanor's husband. Hurstwiokians, he said, 
had accepted, with more or less oomment, the notice 
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he had ineerted in The Httratinek Advertiser the wedc 
of her death, viiioh, while it proclaimed her demiee, 
proclaimed her also as the widow of the late Bev. 
John Jonea of Barra-Barra. He had had numraons 
inqnihee from acquaintanoea and friends, but waa 
able to silence impertinent cnrioeity by the simple 
statement that both she and her hosband, witliont a. 
doabt, had fallen victims to their benevolent efforta 
to aid the Irish. 

" Foolish woman, to throw away her beauty and 
wealth on a mere nobody ; but Eleanor Bonaldson waa 
always too independent, or rather self-willed, ' to 
make a saooess.' And why wasn't the body brought 
to Horstwiok 1 " 

Brotherton had uniformly replied that Mr. Bonaldson. 
was away in Amerioa, ajid for the present thinga 
would remain ss they were. But he was bonnd to 
oonfeas that he had found himself unable to meet ot 
parry Miss Barnard's questions. She told him to hia 
face that she would oever accept the story of the dead 
Jones as the husband of the dead Eleanor. 

He had filled up the certificate of death with the. 
name Jonea, inserting Ronaldson as the maiden name^ 
but this Miss Barnard had characterised as *' flab 
perjury." 

" She had a wet nurse for the child, and I didnt 
want to exasperate her further, so I said you would 
e^Iain on your return. But six months after t^ 
funeral she wrote me that as the boy had beUL 
taken snddenly ill she had sent for the clergyman to- 
christen him and had had him duly roistered ' John 
Bonaldson, son of Thomas and Eleanor Bonaldson, of 
Hurstwiok.' She said she wasn't going to have a lie 
mUiig^on ber ooDBcienoe, ntAtbiK did she intend to be 
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a party to keeping the child out of his lawful rights 
when he grew up. And she ended with some pretty 
plain remarks on your absenting yourself from the 
funeral, sir." 

'' I'd give everything I possess, Brotherton, to get 
at the bottom of this mystery. God knows it was a 
sore grief to me not to see her laid in the grave, but I 
couldn't meet Miss Barnard when I heard that Jones 
had died a month before Eleanor reached Heather's 
Edge. It was a great comfort to me to know that 
you were there and that every respect possible was 
paid to her memory." 

*' It was a very quiet affair, sir. I had to take over 
a Denby clergyman to officiate, for the living of Friston- 
Boughton was then vacant. It was snowing, and 
there were not more than half-a-dozen people present. 
Miss Mary Barnard accompanied me as chief mourner — 
her sister was much too indignant to attend. Indeed, 
she is not best pleased that a birth should have taken 
place in her house, and keeps the child quite in the 
background." 

They are kind to the boy, though ? " 
Very ; especially Miss Mary. He grows a fine 
sturdy little chap. I ran over last week that I might 
bring you the latest news. But you'll be seeing him 
yourself soon, sir ? " 

''Not till I know his father's name, Brotherton. 
No, I shall continue the search, and when I can greet 
him by name — his true surname — ^then I shall be 
delighted, not only to see him, but to have him with 






me." 



'' Then you are determined not to accept Jones as 
your nephew's father, sir ? " 

'' I cannot bring myself to believe in him. No, 
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I feel son tiiere is another solution to this myBtery, 
and I tnut before long to find it. You, meanwhile, 
must look after little Jaok for me. If the new clergy- 
man at I^ton-BoQghton is anything of a scholar, 
try to arrange with him to give the boy daily lessons. 
There will be a fair fortune for him when he cornea of 
age, so his education must not be neglected. Later on 
he must go to the University if the father turns up, 
if not he shall go abroad." 

Shortly after this conversation Ronaldson retnmed 
to Hurstwiok and, while he threw himself with mc«e 
ardour than ever into the business of making money, 
it was tacitly understood by all Hurstwickiaiis that 
any reference to his sister's death was ttAoo. 

From time to time he went abroad, and branches 
of the greatly-trusted firm of " Bonaldson and Ronald- 
son " were established in New York, at the Cape, 
and also at Valparaiso and Buenos Ayres. Yet with 
all these aids to communication with the Principal, 
nobody, eithw in these remote parts, or at home, ever 
came forward to oRer information r^arding the dead 
Eleanor's marriage. 

At length the conviction forced itself upon Tom that 
Jones, if not her hosband, most be accepted as such. 

The qneetiott of advertising for the marriage omtifl- 
oate Brotherton had always talked down whenever 
Bonaldson had advanced it. 

" Why not leave things as they are, sir t " be would 
say. " People here have accepted Mr. Jones as the hus- 
btuQd, to advertise for the marriage certificate, would be 
to raise doubt in their minds as to a marriage luving 
taken place. For my own part I have no doubt aboirt 
it, thou^ I am quite willing to admit it was a 
your aiater made no reference to Jones's death iriian d 
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was talking things over at Heather's Edge. But may 
not her very silence as to his death have been inten- 
tional ? She may have intended, she doubtless did 
intend, to take you ^itirdy into her confidbace before 
she returned to Hurstwick. No, sir, take my advice, 
leave things as they are. As for imagining your 
sister acted in a reprehensible manner, banish the 
thought at once and for ever from your mind. You 
have done your best to find the lad's father and, if 
you will permit me to say so, I have always thought 
you would have been better employed in gaining the 
young fellow's affection." 

'' Yes, I know you have, Brotherton, and I own I 
shall find it a difficult job to introduce mjrself to 
young Jack now. I said I would adopt him when he 
was twenty." 

''And he will be nineteen next November," re- 
marked Brotherton. '' I only hope he will take 
kindly to the life here, but you mustn't try to force 
him, sir. What I've seen of him I like, but since I 
took him over to Geneva four years ago I've had Uttle 
to do with him. Still, M. Vemet speaks highly of him." 

'' WeU, you shall go next year, and bring him home, 
Brotherton. He is old enough now to understand 
things. I dare say he has often wondered why I have 
not sent for, or seen him, before, but you will explain 
it aH. Tell him just what you like. I know you'll 
«ay your best for me." 

And Bonaldson sighed. In his heart of hearts he 
was well aware that had his general appearance 
been that of an ordinary man he would have felt 
less embarrassment in introducing himself to his 
nephew, whom M. Vemet wrote of as '' a fine-grown, 
handsome fellow." 
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Bat Brotherbon'a life work was nearly over, and 
soon after the foregoing conversation he died, leaving 
the master whom he had served bo devotedly to 
undertake, and carry throngh unaided, the difficolt 
task of attracting to himself one who, unknown 
to him, had conceived for his uncle an aversion that 
almost amounted to hatred. 

To settle the point of Jack's parentage, should any 
lingering doubt remain in Miss Martha Barnard's 
mind, Bonaldson had caused a simple headstone, 
bearii^ the name of Jones, to be placed above his 
Bister's last lesting'plaoe in Friston-Boughton choroh- 
yard soon after Brotherton's death. The fact that 
his nephew had been known from his birth as Jack 
Ronaldson did not greatly trouble the banker, for 
he intended to legalise the name wh«i he formally 
adopted the young man as hie eon and heir. Yet it 
was on all accounts of the utmost importance that 
Jaek ahoold be fully aoquainted with the faot that 
he was bom " Jones," for, in coming to Hontwiok, 
people would not fail to question him about his father 
and mother. 

So the banker decided to meet Jack at Heather's 
Edge in August of the year of grace 1668, when he 
would lay before him the fltory of his birth, and also, 
perttaps, acquaint him with the oinmmBtances which 
had reeulted in his own lengthy ehevdure. Fat 
although, long before Eleanor's death, he had ceased 
to doubt that " Lord Jim " went down in The 8vUam, 
he still clung to what Eleanor had fancifully styled 
his " hair eoat." 



Chaptsb v. 

No heart is pare that is not pMsionate ; 
No Wrtoe is safe that is not enthusiastic. 

— Pabksb. 

The story oi Jack's dramatic appearance on life's 
stage had been again and again rehearsed to him 
in his childhood by Martha Barnard ; his frequent 
inquiries about his father being invariably met by 
mysterious head-shakings, which impressed themselves 
indelibly upon his waxen mind. 

** In the ground wiv muwer ? " he would ask, 
apprehension in his tones. 

^^ There, don't question me. He's no fit company 
for her above or below ground, and it's a pity on all 
accounts they can't change places. However, you 
must see her righted when you're a man ! " 

But Mary, though she could not in any way ex- 
plain the mystery of Mr. Bonaldson's continued 
absence on any other ground than that first advanced 
by Martha— namely, " that he had another wife some- 
where " — had always shrunk from inciting the child's 
anger against one whose money (as she believed) was 
always ungrudgingly expended upon him. 

Martha, however, allowed no such considerations 
to subvert her sense of right or to interfere with her 
proclamation of what she deemed '' a cruel wrong." 

^^A wrong to the dead and to the Uving." His 
absence from the funeral after promising to attend it. 
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the employment of Mr, Brotherton to diBBeminate lies 
OD purpose to shield himself, the ridioulous etory of BIr. 
Jones ; the fact that he bad never set eyes on the 
child, and that the mother's grave was unmarked 
vere " clear proofs of guilt," said Martha, " that none 
but the wilfully blind oould fail to see." 

So Martha talked by the fireside, and in the summer 
padour at Heather's Edge, while Jack drank in her 
fierce words, and made up his mind to become a man 
as quickly as possible that he might expose and de- 
nounce the being who had acted ao cruelly to the dead. 
Therefore his spirits rose when he learned from H. 
Vemet that he was to return to Heather's Edge, where 
Mr. Bonaldson would meet and discuss the plans tix 
bis future. The hour and the man were oome. Qod 
would defend the right. 

The actual meeting took place at Denby railway- 
station, where it was, of course, impossiblfi to make 
a declaration of war. Indeed, both uncle and nephew 
were unable to ahake off the embarrassment which 
mutually affected them at first sight of each other. 
Jack, six feet in his stockings and with a proportionate 
breadth of chest and strength of muscle, fought hard 
to prevent any overt token of the unmistakable 
ftversion which seized upon him when his eyes rested 
on the long, wavy hair of the man who addressed 
him as " Nephew." In his secret heart he at onoe 
decided that for some groat crime the bankw had 
made hims^ this object of contempt by way of penanoft. 

As for Ronaldson, when hie sister's son stepped 
from the train in all the glory of young manhood, 
he experienced a painfully acute feeling <A ''■■g"H 
at the contrast be was oonsoioos of prodndng beside 
him. Jack's averted eyes were a positive tonnent to 
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L, and a» he took furtive glanoes at the handeome^ 
opeiiy resolute young oonntenanoe he shrank from the 
task of explanation he had set himself. With a look, 
or triok of movement charaeteristio of Eleanor , the 
east and play of the features wholly differed from 
hers, yet stinted him strangely, with an undefined, 
yet sweet, familiarity. If <mly those features would 
reveal the lost, the unknown father ! 

To gain the young f dlow's confidence would evidently 
prove a d^oate and difficult business; for though 
Jack (now seated opposite his uncle in the carriage 
which, with a pair oi horses, had been chartered to 
carry them to their destination) was courteous in his 
replies, allied to his wdl-bred air was a thoroughly 
definite reserve which proved an effectual barrier 
to all overtures of a confidential nature. 

Bonaldson, who had fondly hoped that the long 
absence from Heather's Edge would have removed 
any disagreeable impressions Miss Barnard might have 
conveyed, now saw himself, with silent dismay, face 
to face with the distressing probability that the love 
he had intended and was longing to bestow would be 
rejected with contempt. 

Jack, now in his native county, gave himself up 
almost entirely to the enjoyment of the delightful 
scenery through which they were passing, and pre- 
sently fairly forgot his companion, so absorbed was 
he in identifying roads and heights and moors familiar 
to him in bojish rambles. 

When the travellers reached the small cluster of 
grey stone houses known as Friston-Boughton, Jack, 
as well as the driver, descended while the horses (the 
banker apparently asleep behind them) took the 
hill to the side of which the village clung. Jack, on the 
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qui vive for familiar faces, was specially anxioiis to 
discover who the young lady in bine drafwries pursning 
an upward direction on the side walk, might be. The 
driver, hailing from Sheafland, knew nothing of Friston 
people, but, in answer to Jack's inquiry, would be 
bound that the lady ahead was one of the numerous 
summer visitors tl^ new railway had brought into 
tjie county. 

How loudly the measured footfalls of the horses 
resounded upon the hard, white road, so still was the 
air ! And what a charm that blue-draped figure, with 
the thick coils of red-gold hcur, gave to the sad-coloured 
houses. The graceful ptHse <^ the golden head and 
carriage of the lissom body made Jack ouiious to see 
their owner's face ; yet the figure never turned. An 
opea carnage used not to be an every-day ev«it in 
IViston-Boughton, and Jack recalled with amnaemetit 
the keen somtiny he and Jo. bestowed on chance 
passers through the littie ^oe and the romanoes 
they would weave about them. 

Now the vehicle was gaining on the figure, but just 
as Jack was congratulating himself he should get a 
glimpse of the face, the girl passed tJirough a gate lead- 
ing to a cottage, and said to its occupant, as Jack 
ooutd distjnotly hear, "Hay I come in, Mrs. Bnm- 
baU I " The voice sounded starangely familiar, but it 
was not until Jack was again seated in t^e camage 
that he identified it. 

" Why, that was little Jo. 1 " he exclaimed, aloud. 

" Do you mean the driver ? " inquired Ronaldson, 
opening his eyes. 

" No, sir," returned Jack, somewhat stiffly, " mmm 
one I used to know." And he fdt gladtiie banker had 
not Men th« gitL 
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But Joanna ! Who could have thought she would 
have grown so tall andfair f His pulses quickened as 
memory brought to his mind a hundred reminiscences 
of childhood in which she had always played the most 
important part. Would she have forgotten him and 
the old, delightful days when they married each other 
at least once a week, and sometimes oftener, if Jo. 
happened to be wearing a new ribbon or frock. To- 
morrow he would go to the Gap directly after breakfast. 
What a lot he would have to hear and to tell ! The 
banker, though, had other plans for Jack. 

'' There ! " he exclaimed, presently, with a wave 
of his right hand, '' there lies Broadshaw Moor ! I 
hope you'll feel fit to be on it at five to-morrow morning 
sharp." And he looked his companion full in the face, 
while he closed a pocket-map of the county he had 
from time to time consulted. 

Where breathes the young fellow whose heart does 
not beat the faster at the prospect of a day's shooting ? 
Jack's fine eyes danced with joy at the suggestion. 
But to accept the invitation would be to give himself 
unconditionally into the hand of the enemy. Yet 
what had M. Vemet, to whom Jack had confided all 
that he knew concerning his birth, advised ? '^ Meet 
your guardian with courtesy, assume nothing, above 
all do not let prejudice influence you. If he shows 
no disposition to explain things, it will be your duty, 
not only to require and demand an explanation, but 
to investigate matters for yourself." 

As Jack rapidly recalled this counsel the banker 
rightly construed his silence. ^' Of course we have 
much to say to each other, but we have time before us. 
I haven't missed being on the moors on the twelfth 
for the past ten years, and with such weather it would 
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be criminal to miss qwrt. Oar bosiness can well wait 
till next week. Besides, I wfint to see bow you 
sboot ! " 

And before Jock could offer any objection the elder 
man was deep in grouse-lore, and had skilfully in- 
veigled his companion into a discussion of the respective 
merits of shooting over dogs, grouse-driving, muzzle 
and breech-loaders, until Heather's Edge came in sight 
with the Barnard sisters at the door. 

" The twelfth " rose gloriously, and Ronaldson and 
Jack, accompanied by a youth and a retriever, were 
afoot for Broadshaw about 4.30 a.m. Although Jack 
bad had no experience of English apart, he could not 
but rejoice in the exhilarating combination of good 
" heather, weather, and feather," and was soon deeply 
interested in the movements of aU connected wiUk 
" the drive." He made no attempt to shoot until 
he had well noted the methods and resnlte of his 
uncle's firing. But when he made his first essay and 
brou^t down two birds flying parallel, the banker's 
delight — and he was an excellent shot — was unbounded. 

" Well shot ! Well shot 1 " he exclaimed. " I was 
afraid yon meant having a go at ' the brown,' but you 
know what you're about, lad I I'm proud of you, 
indeed I am ! " 

And Jack, flushing under the combined praise and 
shoolder-patting, explained that during the past two 
aummeos he' had had good practice in the Swiss moun- 
tains with a fowling-piece. He only made twenty shots 
after that brilliant one, but he had eleven braoe of 
birds to carry away at half-past four, the banker five 
more. 

"My word. Jack, you've made yoursdf the hero 
of the drive," said Bonaldson, as the two vended 
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their way back to Heather's Edge^ the banker having 
declined the invitation of IxMrd Clan FaUdand to dine 
with him that evening. '' You'll outdo me long before 
the season's over." 

Jack, however, declared himself distinctly averse 
to shooting from behind walls or batteries. He dis- 
liked the inaction of waiting for the birds, and was 
inclined to think ^' driving " crueL 

" Ah, well, I'll write to Lord Winthorpmere. IVe 
no doubt he can give us two or three days stalking at 
his Highland place later on." 

As a good shot and as a banker, always ready to 
oblige with a loan, as a '' warm " man, a man, too, 
whose prescience in speculative business was acknow- 
ledged to be well-nigh infallible, Bonaldson, spite of 
his eccentric appearance, was a welcome addition to 
any shooting party, a persona grata everywhere. 

But Jack made no response to this suggestion of 
future intimacy and companionship ; and an indifiEerent 
observation respecting the birds he carried signalised 
his intention to hold himself aloof, at least, for the 
present, from anything conducive to such a position. 
And if this were the first, it was by no means the only 
reminder the elder man was destined to receive, that 
until he had made ^' a clean breast " of things to his 
nephew, there would be no bridging of the great gulf 
yawning between them. 

'^ You are not going out again ! " he cried, in 
surprised tones an hour or two later as, seated in the 
rustic summer-house in Heather'^ Edge garden enjoy- 
ing his pipe, he caught sight of Jack^ with two brace 
of birds and walking stick in hand coming down the 
patii. 

'^ I'm going across to the Gap, sir.^I want to see 
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2£r. DaTenant, and he will like a bird or two. The 
walk will do me good after standing all day." 

" A mile to the moor, and a mile back, I Bhonld 
have thought would have eatisfied you," retained 
the elder man, drily. " But take another brace. 
Davenant did you aay ? Is that the wood-carver ? " 

And having received an afCumative reply, the banker 
ooDtinued, " I want to Bee him about some woik 
I've asked him to do. IVe a great mind to come with 
you. How far is it ? " 

" Between four and five milee, air." But Jack 
did not encourage the euggestion as to oompanion- 
ahip, BO the elder man ahook his head at the d^tance, 
and if a sigh escaped him as the gate clicked b^iind 
his nephew it, doubUees, but emphaaized the regret 
that filled his soul. Of cwnrse he, who had never 
associated himself with Jack's life, its pleasuzee, or 
its Borrows, he who had allowed the mystery attending 
the . mother's marriage and death to alienate him 
from her son through baby and boyhood, was not in a 
positicn, now that son was of an age to think and act 
for himself, to requisition his companionship. 

Nevertheless, he felt very sore, and did not dis- 
goise from himself that thrae was someUiing aggreesive 
in the young fellow's action in going off to-night without 
consulting his wishes on the matter. The oatlook 
for the future was not very rosy ; moreover, another 
difficulty presented itself as likely to prove a serious 
obstacle to the banker's scheme of adopting his 
nephew. Surely he was not on termB of intimaoy 
with Hub wood-«arveT { Bonaldson had hoped that 
the long absence in Switzerland would have loosened, 
if not entirely destroyed, any ties Jack might have 
fcomed in childhood. 
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But here was Miss Barnard herself, with tumblers 
and spirit-stand. He oould not do better than invite 
her to join him in a glass, and so lead her on to speak 
of the nature of Jack's friendship with this carver 
and others in the neighbourhood. He had been some- 
what apprehensive that she would make unpleasant 
references, such as had made him wince and writhe 
in secret agony at his impotence to denounce and over- 
throw on that never-to-be-forgotten occasion of 
their former and only meeting. 

He had arranged to see Jack here after much anxious 
thought, and was glad he had done so, for the young 
fellow's attitude of armed neutrality served to inform 
the banker that his assumption of that position 
was largely due to the representations, or misre- 
I»'esentations, of the elder Miss Barnard. Evidently 
she was the bull, /whom, on all accounts, it would be 
wise to take by the horns. As yet though, these 
instruments of offence and defence had not been 
allowed to appear ; indeed the being who now bore the 
spirit-stand and its accompaniments to the summer- 
house had nothing whatever in common with '" a 
curly comulated, bovine beast." She must, however, 
be completely won over to his side either by concealed 
or direct attack. 

But to his astonishment Ronaldson found, when at 
his request the lady seated herself, that the enemy 
had capitulated unconditionally, and, furthermore, 
was prepared in future to fight openly under his banner. 
For Martha Barnard was too shrewd a woman to 
jeopardise her own interests, and if Jack were to be 
entirely removed from Heather's Edge, it would, so 
she silently reasoned, be only a graceful act on the part 
of the banker to remember the services of the sisters 
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by an annoal remittance. But Martha assured herself 
that this possibility had little, or nothing, to do with 
her gracious reception of the man she had delighted 
to make the target for Jack's boyish acorn and indigna- 
tion. 

Was he not now a reformed character, ready to 
acknowledge, albeit tardily, the child from whom he had 
BO long and so wickedly held aloof ! Was it not, there- 
fore, a simple duty on her part to weloome his assump- 
tion of a position she had always declared for, and 
let bygones be bygones ? Besides the near future 
promiaed her the post her sonl loved dearly — namely, 
that of a petty (though that adjective was not hers) 
Providence in Jack's affairs. 

Mary was busy with her watering-pot among the 
flowers and only the sound of voices reached her now 
and again. But as she paused for a moment en- 
chained by the lovely iridescence of the billowy 
clouds above her, she heard Martha say as she was 
leaving the summer house, " If you'll take my advice, 
sir, you'll keep the young man as much as possible 
onder your own eye while he's here. I won't say more." 

And Mary recognised at onoe that her sister had 
assumed the part of "leading lady," and that 
whatever the drama might be, she would o(Hitrol the 
action of all the players in it. 



Seemed ft porpetoftt daybreak, and tlie woods 
When'er abe rMnblnd, eoboed tliraa^ thtir auleB 
The moaio of « Utwh bo Mftiy gay 
niftt Spring with aU her souB^ten uid her songi 
Knew nothmg Uke ft. 

—Sa H. Tatuo. 

As Jack hurried along the road leading down to 
FristoD-BonghtoD his mind was in a turmoil. Spite 
of M. Vemet'B counsel, his burning sense of what he 
owed to himself and, in a still greater d^ree, to his 
mother's memory upbraided him with having truckled 
to the man he had been taught to r^ard as his mother's 
greatest enemy. 

" ' Write to your husband, ma'am,' I said to her, 
«nd down she sat at once, and wrote a note which she 
handed to me to head with the right address. ' Dearest 
Tom,' it commenced, and ended ' Always your loving 
Meanor.* Wasn't that clear enough ? And be never 
came anigh the funeral ; never asked to see you, 
hut sends his manager to bury her in the name of 
Jones ! Jones indeed l A name the dear creature 
never once breathed. But that wasn't the worst 
even. This manager had the impudence to tell me 
that this Jones (a handy name enough) actually died 
before your mother set her foot in England to meet her 
husband. Bah ! my blood boils when I think of it, 
And you, boy, if you're a tme and worthy son will 
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Bee your mother righted. Bide your time though, 
keep a still tongae, and you'U be even with that de- 
oeiTer yet ! " 

How plainly tbia oft-repeated atory Bounded in 
Jack's ears aa he plodded on, and the recollection <^ it 
made his face flash as though he had been caught 
red-hlmded in some questionable action. He ought 
to have had no dealings whatever with this individual, 
■vib.o " wore hia hair like our blessed Lord and the holy 
apostlcB," until he had either threshed things out- 
with him or thrashed the creature hin^elf. Moreover, 
the hints, pretty broad hints too, that this man had 
made now and again daring the day about a future 
T^ch Jack was to share with him had amnoyed the 
yonng fellow extremely. In all pictures of the future- 
Jack had painted for himself, the banker had had no 
part, exc^tt as an enemy to be met and fought, 
conquered and put out of mind everiastingly. 

Yet he had broken bread with him, though he was 
^d to remember his attitude had been unmistakably 
hostile. It was quite time though that the enoountra 
took place. Davenant should know just what he 
intended to do, and Davenant would be sure to approve. 
But then Jack reminded himself that the carver in all 
probability knew little or nothing about tius matter, 
which was of the highest importance in his, Jack's, 
eyes. Davenant was never one to trouble himself 
about other people's afiairs, and Miss Barnard bad 
expressly forbidden Jack in his childhood ever to 
speak of his father and moth» to outsiden. When 
Martin Davenant came to settle in the distxiot he 
accepted, without comment, ^e generally received 
statement of Miss Barnard, that she was boardii^ the 
little fellow at tite request and ezpeose of BIr. RoDitdwu. 
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the Huratwiok banker. So it would be neoeasary to 
tell eveiythuig from the beginmng. 

But as Jack unootuoiously paused and leant against 
the grey-stone wall which fenced the Pass, the evening 
breeze, aa it swept over the moor, and the enchanting 
view spread oat before him, presented themsdves as 
the proverbial oil and wine to heal and cheer his troubled 
mind. 

Deep, deep down below him lay the long valley of 
the Derweot, widening westwards into dales of pastoral 
beauty, through which the silver stream, stained here 
and ^ere with the reflected glances of the emerald 
meadows beside, and the billowy clouds above, made 
ever its royal progreas. Bight before the enchanted 
gaser lay Deem Moor, while in the far distant west the 
stem and sterile Kinderscout reared itself. By 
d^jiees loved haunts of long ago were recognised ; 
spires and towers, villages nestling amidst their elms 
and beeches, glens within glens, glancing brooks, 
ripening cornfields all set in the deep amethyst of the 
abounding heather and canopied with the turquoise 
of Uie gods. What a scene it was 1 And there, right 
away to the left, was the tiny oak-spinney where 
Martin Davenant trained his wood ; and perched a 
mile beyond, hanging in the deft of the hill, was The 
Gap itself. 

AH Jack's distress vanished as he remembered 
whither he was bound, and resuming his walk with a 
quick, ringing step his recovered light-heartedness 
found voice in the refrain, " Le jour ! U jour I le jour 
fait beau I " For did not Jo. Uve at The Gap ! 

At tbaA m<»nent she and her uncle were standing 
in the long, lean-to building attached to the south 
side ot the cottage, and saa«d to the two workers. 
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A carver's bench ran from end to end, the windows so 
arranged that throogfaoub the day Hght fell upon it. 
An oil-stone, with all the necessary tools and imple- 
ments of a carver were ranged conyenientJy for use, 
while a large slate, mounted on an easel which ooold 
be raised or lowered at will, occapied tiiie centre of 
tile room. Upon the slate a rough, yet perfect, sketch 
of a female fignre appeared, clad in somewhat out- 
landish garments and minus a face. Before it stood 
Davenant and Jo., the latter holding a piece of ohalk 
in one hand, while the other rested oa the Bhoulder 
of Hk carver, who had watched with interest and 
concealed admiration the ease with which the girl 
had sketched, from memoiy, this Bgure in early Norman 
ooBtume. 

With these two, work was always a serious matter, 
and for some time past Davenant had found his niece's 
suggeetions of the greatest possible value to him. 

" Don't you think. Dads, that as Miss Mellet* was 
such a very warlike being she onght to have the 
features of Mars ? / think so, or, perhaps Minerva ; 
at any rate, she must be totally different from all the 
rest in the group." 

" She should be a little squarer in the body, mon 
errant, that will take something from her height and 
give her a less girlish look," remarked Davenant, 
oritacally examining the sketch. " Those long, thick 

■ Gmrino de Hew, • brukob of the Hodm of Lomfaw and Ml 
aDOMtw of the Lords Fitt-Wuriae. npaind to tlie Pemlb' dkoe 
in the Feke, eod there etunged with e eon of Um King i^ SeotUod 
end nlio with m bvon of Burgoyiw ; and, vwuoiiUBg tlMn both, 
obtained the priw for whidi he fooght, vi^, llellet, dangler tt 
Pain FBreffl (baU-brotber to WilUam Feveril, aabiral aon of th> 
OUifMKir). Lord of WMttingtop in the oof^ of Salop.— WiWfcf 
ttm't Vitm of Dai f ih in . ■ A 
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cables of ribbon-twisted hair will make a d^^wr relief, 
too, than I care for." 

*' Of coiurse, yon can make the cables, as yon call 
them, as thin as yoa like. Dads," retnmed Jo., " bnt 
those are just the size of mine. Look I " , . 

And even as she spoke her hair, from wbidi she 
bad withdrawn t^e supporting pins, fell to her feat, 
clothing her in a garment of ruddy gold which, 
threw back, caught and held the less golden rays of 
the sun as it stooped to the west. With a quick, 
deft movement Jo. had parted the wavy mass, and, 
again dividing it, twisted one-half oable-wiae to show 
her uncle the exact distance it would stand out from 
the figure. 

" I would rather have it drawn into one cable down 
.the back," he remarked, musingly ; " that would be 
better both for face and shoulder." 

"But pig-tails weren't the fashion in England or 
.Eun^ then," objected Jo., as Davenant turned to 
examine a large calf-bound volume of " piustrated 
Costume " (the text in old Prenoh) which lay open on 
the bench. 

The picture the girl made, clad in the shimmering, 
glancing, golden-red robe which seemed to have 
enveloped her as by magic, gave him a strangely 
sweet shock, thereby disoloBing the hitherto unrecog- 
nised fact that the child he had loved and cherished 
ever sinoe her birth in Old Picardie would very shortly 
■be supplanted by a woman of rare grace and beauty. 

To-day the child looked out at him from those lovely 
hare-bell eyes, but signs of the woman's advent were 
abundant ; some touch from without or within and 
she would stand revealed, ready to enter upon the 
heritage of beauty with which Nature had so Ubwally 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 13& 

endowed her. And this oonviotiion, as it deepened, 
■addened the carver, though he appeared to be wholly 
engrossed by the drawings on the page be was 
regarding. 

Jo., pinning up her hair as she followed her uncle and 
as unconscious of his thoughts as of her own charms, 
her mind wholly given up to the business in hand, 
exolaimed, " You haven't decided about the face yet. 
I want you to have that blocked out before Mr. Ronald- 
eon comes. Ah, I foi^t. I did some things for 
you this morning when you were out. How do you 
like this and this 1 " as, having crossed to her own 
psrticoUr comer of the workshop, she handed Daven- 
ant two water-colour sketches under each of which 
appeared the words " Miss Mellet and the man of her 
choice, Guarine De Meer." 

The drawing was faultless, the colouring perfect. 
That Uie girl had learned much from her imcle was not 
BUrpriaing, and what he was in wood she was in 
colours — a master-worker. The carved panels, orest- 
ings, sketches, designs, drawings in pencil, chalk or 
pigments which literally covered every inch of wall- 
space, and oocapied every available square of flooring 
^oke, not only of the diligence and thoroughness of 
the wturkers, but of their marvellous sympathy. 

And something more — that something the chosen 
one sees in gazing on a landscape or the heavens ; 
the suggestion of loveliness greater, if less tangible 
than the loveliness manifest, the worker's ideal haunt- 
ing tbe worker's portrayal of it. To dream out his 
work and then work out his dream had, from youth, 
been Davenant's ambition, and his influence upon hiB 
niece's work was very marked. 

As he now took the proffered sketches from her 
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hand his eye fell first opon the inwaiption beneath the 
figures, and he remarked (as though tiying to onst an 
unwelcome train of thought), " Ladies choose their 
husbands differently in these days." 

*' Choose their htisbands ? " echoed Jo., astonishment 
in her tones. " Why, women never ohooee them now. 
Oh, that reminds me, Dads," she oontinaed with some- 
thing like bmsqoenees, " I want to ask yon a very 
partioolar question. It's time to pat by work now, 
and we can have a lovely talk d dettx before the bell 
rings." 

As she spoke she gently closed the book on costume 
and took the sketches from Davenant's hand ; then, 
slipping her arm within his, drew him to the bench 
and polled him down beside her, turning her lovely 
eyes full upon him as if desirous of reading his very 
heart. 

But the important question she had referred to re- 
mained unasked ; and the carver, much amused by 
these prdiminaries, noted her hesitation with pro- 
voking deliberation. 

" Sh (ten / Let us then hear this important — this 
que^ion parUcuiiire. Eat-ct une nouvetie robe, ou — f" 

" Ah, ta%a4oi done je voua prie ! " interrupted the 
girl, with a pretty petulant movement. " Seeet thou 
not, mon cheri, that it is an affaire bien sirieuae f I 
want to know," she continued, as she fidgetted with 
a button on her uncle's working blouse, " whether you 

wouldn't like to Oh, dear ! FotW / " and the 

speaker bn^e off with a smothered sigh. " Cette 
affaire est certainment (ten difficile, d exptiquer." 

And the look the girl raised to the face ci the man 
bending over and enjoying her confusion was so 
troubled that Davenant, smitten with oompunction, 
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apiffehensioQ, and sympathy, inetantly exclaimed, in 
tones of tender remoree, *' Qu' as (« done, mignonne ? 
Dia-h moi immidiatemetU f " 

Now that Uie man's heart as weU as ear had been 
gained, ihe giii no longer felt her self-imposed task 
so difficult. With a bewitching smile she placed a 
hand on each of her nnde's shouldeTB, saying, " Ecou- 
tez / Je niM parler bien, bien rapidemetU f DUa-moi — 
wouldn't you like" — here the speaker flnng her face 
upcm the breast of the astonished carver — " to — to — 
marry Miss Mary 1 Voild, it is said ! " 

Then, as if realising to the full tho extreme delicacy 
of t^ position in which she hod placed her nude, she 
raised her head, imprinted a kiss on his cheek, and then 
hid her flaming face apon his shoolder. " But, isn't 
it a splendid idea. Dads t " (Kiss.) " The more one 
thinks about it " (kiss) " the better it seems." 

When at length released, Davenant had qnite re- 
coTered his lost seU-oontrol, and with it his former 
misohieTousnees. Taming apon the half-lri^tened 
girl a very solemn look, he said, with feigned serioaa- 
new, " Since when, mademoiselle, have you decided 
to leave me 1 Who, I have at least the right to ask, 
is the man of your choice ? And what date have yon 
fixed pour lea nocea t Answer, without dday 1 '* 

For answer, Jo., at first misled by her uncle's manner, 
burst into a long, pealing laugh that rippled away and 
found an echo in every comer of the room now filled 
with the lominous beauty of the after-glow. 

" Ah, man, ehtri," she at lengUi found breath to 
say, " man chert, bat you are clever, very devOT I I 
never thought of it like that. Me marry, indeed I 
Jamaia ! How you make me laugh t But mine wic 
a serioas thing. Dads ; I meant what I said." And A* 
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giri nodded her head in what ahe intended to be a cim- 
Tinoing manner. 

Davenant nodded, too, an aotaon iriiioh fudy provoked 
her (as he intended it) to enter into detail, and ao 
fnmish him with her views <m this strange qoeetion, 
while his own mig^t find shape and petfaaps Toioe. 

" No, it is bad of yon to tease when I am in real 
earnest. Don't you think, now, it would be splendid 
for both of us if we could have Idiss Mary here always 1 
Well, we couldn't, you know, nnlees you manied her. 
Oh, I've thought a lot about it, I assure yon." And 
then, as she caught a lurking gleam of mischief in 
the eye of her apparently-intereeted listener, she broke 
off in mingled diatrees and annoyance. " VoiH I 
you laugh at me, just as if - 1 didn't mean every word 
I am saying. I declare I'll never, never try again to 
make three people happy — never ! " 

" Three people ? " queried Davenant, with every 
appearance of mystification. 

" Of course, three people — ^yourself first of all. You 
say so often to me tiiat Marthe is too old, and I am 
too young to look after the house propraiy. Now 
vrtiat could be better than to have Miss Mary here, 
8C»ne(Hie who would be nicer far than any housekeeper I 
A sweet, and clever woman, too, who loves your work 
and everything that is good and beautiful. Why, 
the voadat to me is that we iiave never thought of 
this before I I can't say how good it would be for 
me to have her here. She's just the very woman in 
the world I would hke for my aunt. Fancy, Dads, 
I've never had a couaine, never in all my life ; and 
when you are away dreaming on the heather I shall 
find it heavenly to talk and read with Mary ; and 
Mary, ceUt va Mn* dire, will be- much happier hem, 
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wliere she would be loved and valued^ than with 
that aiater who bulliee her so." 
- Jo.'a arguments toe hex case followed so quickly 
upon each other that Davenant found no opportunity 
either to combat, or endorse them, and as she came 
auddenly to a full stop and discovered that the mis- 
chievous gleam had completely vanished from her 
listener's eye, she hoped he was at last seriously 
weighing her proposition. 

'^ Bo think of it, Dads, dear," she concluded, at the 
same time throwing her arms round his neck and 
pressing her fair cheek against his dark one. 

Just thai a thundering knock startled them both, 
and before Jo. could move, the door was roughly 
opened and the fat young servant entered, carrying 
a handbell, and blurted out her errand in the un- 
ceremonious fashion peculiar to her. 

*' Eh, master, will you an' Miss Joanner please go 
an' wash yerselves d'reckly minute. The heart's 
out o' the bell, yer see, so I can't ring it." 

The speaker here exhibited that instrument minus 
its clapper, while Jo. exclaimed beneath her breath, 

CeUe fiUe me donne sur lea nerfa 1 " 

Marthe's got what her calls the doolers," continued 
the unabashed maid, '^ you know what they be. Miss 
Joanner ? An' if they ommerlettes is spoilt her'U 
have more doolers, an' her's got more now than's 
good for her, you may depend." 

"' Les dauleurs f Oh, la pauvre Marthe ! " exclaimed 
Jo. " You must be very good, then, Eliza. I'll 
go and dress at once." 

And the girl hurried away, knowing by experience 
the discomfort that always followed unpunctuality 
whenever Marike was attacked by les douUvrs. 



it 
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Hie little household at The Gap was a w^- 
oidered one, for the old f^enoh hoiuekeeper, acrupa- 
lonsly neat and dean, insisted on meals being punc- 
tually served, and as Davenont and Jo. never thought 
of tasting food in their working garb, a first and second 
bdl gave due warning of each approaching repast. 
But sapper was always the festive meal, as was acknow- 
ledged by uncle and niece appearing then in festive 
attire. And Jo. never looked more lovely than on this 
Angost evening, when, at the sound of the reimtated 
clapper, she descended, and, to her great surprise and 
delight, found Jack Ronaldson as well as Davenant 
awaiting her at the entrance to the little taUe A 
manger. 



Ceaftsb VII. 

They li»ve chuig'd evea, 

"Ouiy are both in eitner's powers. 

Bat this swift bnslnew 

I must nnoMy make. 

— Thi Thpxst. 

That night Martin Davenant scarcely closed his eyes. 
The question of marriage — his marri^^e — put forward 
as not merely possible but desirable by one vho, next 
to himself and his selected bride, would be most 
nearly affected by it, proved an effectual barrier to 
slumber. Marriage, even in the days of his youth and 
eariy manhood had never any charm for faim, rathn* 
had it appeared as a rock to be avoided if he would guide 
his craft into the haven of perfection where he would 
have it. And Circumstance had hitherto been sin- 
gularly kind, promoting as well as fostering the man's 
one ambition, that of proving a worthy deeoendant 
of his long-ago ancestor the ArmM BovJin under 
whose skill and superintendence the wonduful choir 
in Amiens Cathedral had Uossomed into fadeless 
beauty. 

As he lay on hie hard mattress this August night, 
his thoughts harked back to boyhood's days, and one 
by one he traced the epochs in his life, epochs which 
had their close iu his advent to The Gap, when, 
as he had fondly hoped, an era of freedom to dream 
and work had dawned, and would know no setting 
until death. 
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Another epoch now loomed in ihe near future but, 
unlike its predecessors, it had been sinung suddenly 
upon him, and, so shrouded was it in the mists of the 
unknowable, he could not at once decide to accept or 
avoid it. 

Yet why should he fear that CiroumBtance would be 
less kind now than of yore ! She had given him first, 
not merely his ambition, but the opportunity for 
daily contemplation and study of his anoeetor's work 
in the old cathedral ; then, by the sale of tiiie paternal 
farm, had provided means for his further study in 
England and other lands, and finally, had crowned 
her gifts by the bestowment of the little orphaned 
daughter of his English niece to brighten a life from 
which all oUtet near relations had been taken. 

To be freed from the fret of French polities, which 
at any moment might compel him to leave both ^e 
little Joanna and his work, to fight under the tnoolour, 
Davenant left France when the child was six, and, 
attracted by the Bcenety and reposefnlneta <A the 
Peak District, had established his little -menage at 
The Oap. An offer from an English firm to take 
all he could produce at his own figure gave him the 
oppOTtunity be had always longed for — to dream out 
his work aai work out his drram. 

He had, without a donbt, dreamed though, when he 
should have been wide awake ; be — he who loved 
her so devotedly — had forgotten Jo., had allowed her 
needs to be eclipsed, had even been unaware, until this 
very afternoon, that she was already upon the threshold 
of womanhood. 

His own mother — ^Mdme.' Davenant — would never 
have permitted a girl with Jo.'s face and caniage to 
go out alone, yet he had given no thought to the matter. 
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nien Davenant — hitherto wide-eyed and rigid — 
ahnddered as he recalled young Jack's attitude this 
▼ery night towards Jo. ; the deference he had shown, 
as thoi^ he were in the presence of a queen ; Uie 
veiled admiration and delight he had evinced. Even 
when the two had laughed almost uproariously over 
some amusing reminisoence, the young man had never 
presumed on the f amiharity of t^eir old camaraderie. 

And Martin knew — for as a master-carver he und^ 
stood the significance as well as the beauty of light 
and apparently, purpoeelees touches, knew without 
any manner <A doubt that those two at the supper 
table had, albeit unoon8cioud.y, formed a design each 
on the heart of the otJier. The tools they had un- 
wittingly made use of, light now, as his own veiners, 
would ere long be thrown aside for others capable of 
striking deep down to the very core of their being. 
Yet that possibility most be avoided at all costs. 

Hub Mr. Ronaldson, the banker, was, witliout doubt, 
a very rich man, for only a rich man could afford such 
a screen as he had requested the carver to fumish. 
And that he was young Jack's uncle was certain — 
for he had mentioned he was coming to Heather's 
Edge to meet his nephew. This meant, in all prob- 
ability that he had Jack's future in his hands, and that, 
again, meant that he would never countmance the 
marriage of Jack and Jo. And Jack had been well- 
educated, educated, no doubt, for his uncle's positi<ni« 
and destined to move in a very different social atmo- 
sphere. 

Jo., too, had been well educated, and had natural 
endowments of which any girl might be proud, but 
Davenant was well aware that he himself had no social 
status, bideed, what society was to be met with in 
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this Bporsely-pec^led district f And how oonld he, a 
baohdor, evwt had be wished bo to do, entertain 
gueets 1 Lord Clanfalkland woald Bometimee call in 
and have a look at what was being done in the ixtelier, 
and Mr. Cartwright had been a frequent viaitOT. But 
Cartwr^ht was dead and, without affeotatioa, Jo. 
might well say she was triete at times. 

Bat to let Jack come and go as he used to in boyhood 
woold be only to moke Jo. happy for a time and un- 
happy, perbape, for always. Personally, Martin Uked 
Jack ezceediogly and never better than to-ni^t. 

13ien, what a handsome couple they would make '. 
Fkhaw ! the idea of marriage for them must not for a 
moment be entertained. N'othing but trouble would 
come of it, trouble to all concerned. Martin a^ed. 

His only hope was that the banker would take his 
nephew away before any harm was done. Yet Jack 
had not spoken with anything like admiration of his 
ande when Davenant had occasionally referred to him. 
And it would be a difficult matter to treat the lad 
with coolness, Martin saw that. He saw, too, 
that if he did so Jo. would be asking " Why f " She 
would want to know why Jack might not come when 
he liked — ^juat as he did in the old days. It would never 
do to tell her his fears ; she would probably laugh out- 
right if he even hinted at them. 

All the same, Davenant determined that for the 
present. Jack should only visit at The Gap by 
special invitation. If he were allowed to come when 
be liked, the banker — and undoubtedly Miss Martita — 
would be saying that the giri wanted to entrap the 
lad! 

Poor Davenant '. He had been roughly awakened 
from his dreamful ezistenoe this eveniDg, not only to 
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the important f aot that Jo. was on the verge of woman- 
hood, but that her position there was fraught with 
danger which demanded immediate and delicate 
treatment. And, single-handed, he felt he should 
only bungle and increase the danger he was anxious to 
withdraw her from. 

Only a woman, he at length decided, could manage 
this delicate business. A woman would understand a 
woman. At least, Mary would understand Jo., and 
would be able in some subtle way, to show her the 
necessity of making young Jack a very infrequent 
visitor. She would be a comfort to the girl as well as 
a chaperone. Besides, Jo. loved her, Jo. wanted her. 

Then Davenant allowed himself to consider the 
girl's strange proposal, and the longer he considered 
it the more enamoured of it he became. As he weighed 
yro against con. the "pro assumed such gracious pro- 
portions and wore such an attractive aspect, that, as 
the early blackbird whistled (before Chanticleer had 
spoken), Davenant registered a vow that he would 
waylay Miss Mary the next time she paid her weekly 
visit to the churchyard, and there and then put his fate 
to the test. 

It struck him as somewhat ungallant that he shrank 
from going to Heather's Edge to ask the momentous 
question. But there he could not be sure of seeing 
Mary alone. Martha had always been present on the 
occasion of every visit he had ever paid to the cottage, 
and though Martin was a brave little man, he could not 
bring himself to propose to Mary while Miss Martha 
looked on. No, he would be wiser to see her in the 
churchyard on the {coming Saturday — three days from 
now. 

It almost took Davenant's breath away when he 

10 
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realised that in so ahort a spaoe at time sneh a mighty 
ohange might hare been effected. Then he recognised 
that he had unoonsoiously made op his mmd on Una 
qneetion of marriage hoars before ; at ^e very- moment, 
indeed, when Jack had intimated his desire to have a 
confidential talk vith him as soon as possible. " Come 
on Sunday," the carver had readied. " I'm very bnsy 
just now — to-morrow I most go to Elxmoor, and on 
IViday Jo. and I are going to Denfoy, and I don't 
flappose we shall retom nntal the last train." 

He would talk over things with Mary first. She 
would advise him, and not only so, she would be able 
to tell him something definite as to Jack's position, 
who his parents were, and what his prospects. 

As for Jack, he had found Jo.'s beauty so bewilder- 
ing, the mingling of English franknesB and unconscious 
French coquetry ao delightful that he had not taken 
Davenant's excuse to listen there and then to his oon- 
fldences as anything remarkable until he was within 
a mile or so of Heather's Edge again. Then the 
remembrance of it Btmok him like a well-aimed blow, 
and he asked himself abruptly whether the carver 
intended to make a formal visitor of him. Were 
not the old glad days when he came and went to The 
Gap whenever he chose to be renewed ? Would not 
Jo.'s companionship be available as of yore ! Did the 
carver intend to dig a gulf between two such cdd friends 
as Jack and Jo. ! 

If such were his intentions Jack recogniBed that, in 
some way or other, the banker must be the cause of 
their formation. He recalled, too, that, when at 
supper he had spoken of his dislike to groose'driving, 
Davenant had appeared to take it for granted that Mr. 
Hooaldson's wishee would be his first oonsidwation. 



AN OATH m HEAVEN. 147 

It had not been possible, then, to explain matt^v ; 
indeed, the carver gave him no opportunity for oo&- 
fidentaal talk. Certainly, there had been Bomething 
in hie manner ; what it was Jack' fonnd a difficulty 
in defining — a reserve, a lack of cordiality, a sort ot 
approach-me-not air which was munistakeable. 

Davenant must have got it into hia bead that he, 
Jack, wotdd now be mixing with the banker and 
Lord Clanfalkland's friends, Then he must be made 
aware, without any manner of doubt, that for Jack 
there could never be any friends so loved and Valued 
as those at The Gap. Why, in those far-off days of 
childhood, Jo. used to call herself his little wife ! Tin 
very recollection of that speech, with all that its 
realisation signified, made the young heart beat 
faster, the young feet press more proudly the mocn^ 
land path. 

Not to be free to see Jo. whenever he liked, not to 
be permitted to resume the old, and now more than 
ever to be desired, companionship would be to "take 
the sun from the heavens and daiAen all his days 1 
Yet the old companionship would not suffice him nov ; 
he recf^nised in a moment that it oould not. 

If she would but listen to him, if she would stoop 
to link her life with his ! - And (his cry of his heart, 
gathering strength and volume, filled his being, and 
broke away through the parted lips till it smote the 
far stars with its throbbing. 

But Hope draws its breath and being from meditated 
action, and as it whispered of a happy future, it bid 
Jack in loud tones beware of compromising himself 
further with the banker. M. Vemet had told him 
be wouM be quite justified in making investigaticnia 
for himself. Why should he not go to-morrow as 
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far as Hurstvick and satisfy himself by an inspeotion 
of tiie ohuroh registers there as to whether Ur. Bonald- 
■on had or bad not a sister named Eleanor ! To 
aooompany that gentleman again to the drive would 
only be to enmesh himself with people he did not 
desire to know, people who would patronise Jo. and 
therefore oould never be his friends. 

His mind was made up ; be bad always been liber- 
ally supplied with pocket-money ; be woold leave an 
explanatory note for tSr. Ronaldson and be back 
at Heather's Edge either to-moriow night or Friday. 
Davenant seemed to be full of busiuees. Friday he 
■aid would be spent at Denby, indeed, he had dis- 
tinotly said. " Come on Sunday." 

" t^tty plain speaking that," said Jaok, sotto voce. 
*' Well, on all aocounte I can't do better than go to 
Horstwick to-morrow. I must have a name, as well 
as love and life to o0er Jo." 

Mr. Ronaldson, tired out with his long day, had gone 
to bed when Jack reached Heather's Edge, and bad 
given orders for breakfast to be ready not earlier than 
eight o'clock. Miss Barnard was ashamed, she said, 
that he should have been left alone all the evening. 
Jack's duty was plain, he certainly had no call to go 
trapesing off to The Gap and keep folk sitting up 
till half-past ten. 

" I'm sorry to have kept you up. Miss Martha, but 
there really was no reason why I should not have let 
myself in, and bolted the door as I have often done 
brfore." 

" Well, I wished to speak to you. I never yet failed 
to tell you your duty, and though you may think 
you're now beyond being brought to task, I can assure 
yon I don't. Sit down " — for Jaok had taken up his 
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condleetick and was Icxtking aomewhat bored. " Well, 
if yoa won't eit down you most stand." 

And then in a lower and penoasiTe vtHce the lady 
proceeded. " Take my advice. Jack, my advice is 
good, cultivate Mr. Sonaldaon'a company, and '* 

"Look here, Miss Barnard," cried Jack, with scant 
politeuees (who can study politenesa when indignation 
has the bit in her teeth ?), " if I do not love tMs man 
or his company, who but yourself is to blame 1 As 
soon as I could speak did you not teach me to say 
' bad man ' whenever his name was mentioned ! And 
onwards from that time until I left for Switzerland have 
yon not again and again laid it as a solemn obligation 
on my soul to call this man out and make him render 
an aoooont of Uie wrongs done to my mother and me i *' 

" Hush, hush, Jack ! I can't allow you to talk in 
this way. When I spoke to you of Mr. Ronaldson I 
spoke of a man who, whatever his relatJonahip, had 
given you no sign of affection from your birth up- 
wards. But now he is ready to give you not only 
affection bnt wealth, and when a man is ready to do 
his duty, and not only ready but anxious, it certainly 
in becomes you not to meet him halfway and let 
b^onee be bygones." 

But all Jack said was " Oood-night, Miss Barnard." 

He was breakfasting with the sisters at six o'clock 
next morning, and on the conclusion of that me«l 
requested Miss Martha to give Mr. Bonaldson t^ 
note he handed to her. But when he coolly announced 
that he would be absent all day and might not return 
tSl the morrow she was extremely indignant. She 
knew very well what he was after ; no good, she wai 
certain, would result from his having gone to The 
Gap. Mr. DaTenaat ought to know better than to 



ISO AK OATH m HS^TEN, 

eoMourage . a yonng man m flostiBg his best - biend. 
Bat it was easy to see " tiiat girl " was at tile bottom 
at Hub unaooonntable behavionr. 

At this diaconrteous refetence to Jo. Jack rose from 
Uie table and ateode into the kitchen for his boots. 
Martha was faiiona at this silent but obriom manl- 
fflctation ot his fedings, and, had she dared, vonld have 
^>pealed straightway to Mr. RcHialdson, bat she feared 
to disturb him. 

Mary, distressed and puzzled, and hoping he would 
gtra her some clue to his movement<, accompanied 
Jack to the half-way elm and begged him to " do 
nothing rash." He told her she need have no fears 
on his aocoont, but be was determined, he said, to 
have nothing further to do with Mr. Bonaldson until 
be gave him the ezidanations he ought to have given 
him im the night of his arrival. 

" I've no wish to keep out of his way. Miss Mary, 
and he knows that very well. A few words from him, 
and I should know what to be at. But he puts me 
off till next week and that looks bad. I can see his 
object clearly enough ! He wants to mix me ap 
witii these ' big ' folk at the drive, to introduce me 
as his adopted son, and so on ; and then, when he 
has ULade these public announcements, t^en he will 
tell me what I ought to have known long ago. But 
he'U find I'm no chicken, that I have a will of my own, 
and that I mean to exeroiBe it. Why, he made more 
than one reference at dinner last evening to my 
going to live with him at Harstwick ! 1^ idea ! 
I wouldn't live with him if I had to choose between 
him and the workhouse 1 " 

" Hush, hash, dear ! Remember be has brought 
yoo iip, Mid edocftted yoa," •nainnd Huy. 
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" With whose money, though ; that's what I want' 
to know, and mean to know," interrupted the yomag 
fdlow, fiercely. " What doee he think I'm made of, 
I wonder. India-rubber, or caira foot jelly, war- 
ranted to fit into and fill any mould he may choose to 
order ! All these years, nearly twenty, he never 
troubles himself to set eyes on me, and then, when at 
last he has made up his mind to try to repair his neglect, 
instead of at once explaining it, he puts me ofi with 
an exooae that he wants to shoot. Shoot forsooth t 
He can never have loved my mother. Miss Mary, 
never ! or he would know something of my feelings. 
Bat as he wants to shoot, let him shoot. Meanwhile, 
I'm going to keep out of his way, for I've no wish to 
interfere with his pleasures." 

Then, in quieter tones, as Mary paused preparatory 
to turning back, the young man said, " I shall be M 
right, never fear. Expect me to-morrow afternoon, 
if not to-night. I want us to go together to some of 
the old haunts." 

" There, sir," exclaimed Miss Barnard, an hour or 
so later, " your nephew's gone the Lord knows where. 
I never came anigh such audacious independence. 
But you may be pretty sure The Gap people have in- 
fluenoed him. Tried to turn him against you, I 
make no doubt. As like as not he arranged to tak« 
the girl I told you about somewhere to-day. She'a 
<Hie of thoee drmsy creatures (I haven't spoken to her 
for twelve months or more) that, as the saying goes, 
would wheedle the whed off a wheel-barrow. She'a 
French blood in her veins, sir, and you know what 
that means ! " 

As her listener looked the ignorance he felt Mia» 
Bamaid prooeAded to enlighten him <^ exidain haatU. ^ 
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" It means for one thing, sir, that she can pot her 
dotiwe on more as if she were a ooanteaa bam, than 
a giri with soaroe twenty shillings a year to call hw 
own. And it's that sort of thing tiiat is the undoing 
of yonng men in these days, I make no doubt she's 
laid her traps well, and is with him at this moment." 

Her listens was evidenUy impressed by the plausi- 
bility of Miss Martha's reasoning. Jack had owtainly 
eriiwed a great desire to see this giri ; he would soaroely 
have taken a nine miles walk last night on tiie off- 
chanoe of finding t^ carver at home. 

Bonaldson's aimoyanoe at his nephew's nnlooked 
for independence was, however, trifling in comparison 
with his distress at the prospect of tiie ignominious 
failure of all his plans for the yoong man's benefit. 
When he had proposed to postpone all business matters 
until the coming week, he had had a double purpose 
in view. He hoped during the intervening days, 
when they were together on the moor, that each would 
come to know and esteem the other ; while Jack 
would be thrown into the society the banker de- 
sired. Lord Clanfalkland's lady visitors were to have 
unched with the shooters to-day. And Miss Barnard 
was telling him that the young fellow was liable to be 
entangled by a girl with French blood lq her veins ! 

Recognising, however, his own culpability in having 
weakly evaded his duty towards his orphaned nephew 
in the past, he was the more lenient in bis judgment 
of Jack's conduct. 

'* I can't altogether blame the chap," he said, 
"for keeping away from me. I asked him to wait 
till next week for any explanations he might desire, as 
wdl as for the proposition I have to make for his 
ftttme. When we have had our talk we shall no 
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doabt b« better friends, or rather I should say, good 
friends. His note is really very courteoiiB ; he will 
hold himself in readiness for the interview at what- 
ever time and day I choose to name. In the meanwhile, 
he has some business matter he wishes to execute, 
80 may be absent for siz-and-thirty hours or bo. No, 
no, let him alone. He is a man of his word, or he would 
not be my sister's son. He will be back to-morniw 
as he promises. And now I must be off, ISiss Barnard. 
Should I not be returning for dinner, Morris shall bring 
you word by five o'clock. My present intention ie to 
aooept Lord Clanfalkland's invitation to spend the 
nif^t at the Grange, but I shall certainly be with 
yon again to-morrow night." 

And hiding his annoyance under an assumed cheer- 
fulness, Ronaldson set out for the grouse-drive. 

"Well enough he may stay away for his dinner," 
remarked Martha Barnard, as she watched her boarder 
as far as the half-way elm. " He'll have good com- 
pany at The Grange, but lor' me, how can the man 
abide that hair upon him ? It makes me feel all 
creepy crawly to see it rise and fall in the wind ! " 

And Ronaldson at the same momMit was denouncing 
his fdly in not having had these same ouriing looks 
shorn before he came near Heather's Edge. What 
earthly good had they accomplished I 



** OttAttud benda the Une aky dewy and soft, uid ndiaat irlth 
ItUMUMTftUe itMi like the inTcrted bell of Mme blue-flomr aprinUed 
with golden dnat and breathy fragranoe." 

Jack retomed to Heather's Edge on 4^e afternoon of 
Friday to find Misa Martha away, making purohases 
in Denby, and Mr. Bonaldmn the guest of Lord 
Clanfalkland. 

" Let OS go and hare a chat with old Ann Vigors, Miss 
Mary, when we're had tea, then I can tell yon my 
news." So, leaving a message with Bridget (who had 
been in service with the sisters for the past three-and- 
twenty years), Mary and Jock set out in the oool of 
the evening jost as Martha came in sight at the haU- 
way elm. 

But th^ were bound for a hill behind the hoase, 
so did not come in contact with that lady, who 
woold doubtless have detained them until her cariosity 
respecting the young man's absence had been satisfied. 
Mary asked no questions, for if Jack's absence had 
anything to do with Jo., as Martha averred, she 
would rather not be his confidante. Her astonish- 
ment, though, equalled her relief when he told her 
he bad been to Huratwick, and had proved from the 
registers of St. Mary's Church that his mother waa 
Mr. Bonaldsou's sister. 

" Qod be praised," was Mary's fervent rejcundw. 
" Now you most put away all the prejodioe yoo have 
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luutured . against him for so long and give him the 
opportunity of explaining himself." 

" You know I am only longing for him to do ao. It 
i& he who has put off the day of explanations, and why 
or wherefore, I cannot for t^e life of me conoeive." 

" Tell me all you did yesterday ; how you went to 
work I mean. When you were bom Hurstwiok was 
too far off for us to make enquiries, even had Martha 
thought w^ to do so. There was no railway then ; 
but I suppose you would not be more than two or 
three hours getting there ? " 

" It is rather a roundabout road, now," returned 
Jack, " and with changes and waita, it takes a good 
four hoars to reach Hurstwick. But I'll tell you what 
I did. It was oloee on twelve when I arrived yester- 
day, and I inquired at onoe for the vicarage. It is a 
sleepy place, is Harstwiok, but just such a town, Hias 
Mary, as you would like ; full of quaint gabled houses, 
and with so little stir in it you would think it had just 
been unpacked from a sixteenth-century band-box." 

" And did you have any trouble in getting to see the 
registers ! " 

" Not much ; the awkward part of it was giving my 
name to the vicar. Z wo\ildn't give ' Bonaldson ' 
for more reasons than one. It really isn't my name. 
Well, I gave the name of Jones, and b^ged permission 
to see the register for the year 1820. I said I wished 
to verify a birth, but gave no name, for, of course, I 
did not know whethw my mother was a Ronaldson 
or not. I knew, however, the year of her birth, for 
yon had told me she was twmty-seven when she died." 
" And you found the entry in that year ? " questioned 
Mary, eagerly. 

"Yes; tttai* it wu,' 'Siauux Gavin Bonaldson, 
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daoghtw of Thomas and Eleanor Bonaldson, of The 
Bank, Hnntwick.* I can tell yoo I Uianked Qod 
when my eyes fell upon it. Then I looked back and 
disooTeied my uncle'a name. He waa bora in 1819 — 
about eighteen months before my mother. There 
vr^re tombs of the Bonaldson family in the chmxih, 
and tablets on the walls bearing their names as far 
back as 1980; and may be there were Bonaldsons 
before that date, but St. Mary's, or rather the 
greater part of it, was burnt down in 1660. And 
now I most tell you something that makes my 
heart warm towards my unole. Of course, I did 
not appear to take any special interest in the 
Bonaldson family, bat I managed to set the 
cicerone — a curious old fellow he was — talking about 
them. He shook his head regretfully when telling 
me that the family would die out wit^ this Mr. Bonald- 
son, my uncle. And by a skilful question I got him 
to spes^ of my mother. She was a beautiful woman, 
he aaid, but perhaps a bit headstrong, though not 
given to frivolity like some. As for offers of marriage, 
she'd had them by the score, but she wouldn't leave 
her brother, ' they two t^ooght all the worid of each 
oUier.' So that speaks well for my uncle." 

" But didn't the man know anything about her 
death ! " questioned Mary, her interest growing lo 
intensity. 

" No ; be bad heard that ' the poor thing died abroad 
somewhere ' ; there waa some talk too, ' a. many years 
ago,* about her havii^ married a clergyman — but he 
never heard * the truth on it.* Anyway the banker 
had never been the same man since, and that was why 
he wore his hair hanging down his back." 

** But that is not tme, JmA ; Mr. B<maldB(»i*a hair 
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was OQ his shoulders when he came to fetoh yoar 
mother avay," interrapted Maiy. 

" Yes, I know, and he will have to explain why. 
But Z can't help hoping he will come out all right. 
Ah, here we are. Now I trust Ann Vigors won't send 
us into fits. Perhaps age will have made her dull." 

" I don't think it has oh&oged her, she will alwajv 
be peculiac ; but pray don't encourage her to be silly. 
Jack." 

The companions had entered a small spinney, at 
the other end of which, almost overshadowed by pine 
trees, stood an insignificant-looking stone cottage — 
the abode oi Ann Vigors. At sight of it Jack's innate 
love of t«asing assumed temporary sovereignty over 
his deeper feelings, and during the next half hour a 
stranger might justly have surmised that he had not a 
care in the world. 

The door, standing partially open, gave the visitors 
silent welcome, but though the sound of a human voioe 
was heard from the adjoining, and only other, room 
no one was visible. A minute later the inner door 
was opened, and a little shrivelled woman, with a half- 
dazed look upon her countenance, appeared. She barely 
rec(^niBed Miss Mary before conunencing an apology, 
which was conveyed in very rapid tonee. 

" Yoa'll excuse me, though, Miss Mary Barnard," 
she continued, " when I tell jrou I was at me prayers. 
Yes, sir, me prayers," and the little creature ad- 
dressed her last remark in answer to Jack's look oi 
inquiry, nodding her head to emphasise her assertion. 

" In general," she proceeded, at the same time dang- 
ling her spectacles from her right hand and swinging 
her shoulders from side to side in a leisurely way, which 
ctrntrasted strangely with her rapid ennnciatiou, " I 
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don't say *em so early^ bnt !*▼« had a passel 
from me son in Lunnon." 

Here the speaher paiued to ji»%e the effect of this 
weighty oommmiioatioD, and as her hearere «ppeBred 
soitaUy impressed by it, she continoed, " I neTer 
let nothin* interfere wi* me thanksgiTin* prayer. 
snmmat 'ad snre to go wrong it I did. But sit ye down, 
please." 

And, haviog offered the only chairs she possessed, 
Uie old lady stood with hands -clasped me^y heion her. 

"Hiat's very good and proper of 70a, Ann," re- 
marked Jack, as he insisted upon her oconpying one 
of the chairs. " Very good. Upon my word, it isn't 
everybody who says ' thank yon,' nowadays." 

*' Ah, it's not jwit ft mere — so to say — ha'penny 
thank yoa as satiefiee me," returned Ann. " I mak«e 
a p'int o' sayin' the w'ole prayer ev'ry time I gets 
anythin' give me." 

" Yon dcm't say so, Ann % " And Jack's tones were 
nothing if not sceptical. " I don't profess to know 
to what length evm ordinary gratitade extokds ; but 
yon wouldn't do that — I mean, you would nev« be so 
extravagantly grateful as to repeat that thanksgivu^ 
{wayer, let us say, twice in one half-hooz 1 " and the 
scepticism in his tones was more pronounced than ever. 
" That would be too much to expect," he concluded, 
while Mary tried in vain to catch his eye, and frustrate 
his evident intention to moke fun of what promised 
to be a sacred business. 

" Not from me, sir," returned the little creature, 
nodding her head vigorously at her questioner, who 
seemed to exercise some fascination for her, her bird- 
like eyes following his every movement, while Mary's 
presence was quite ignored. 



AN OATH EN HEAVEN. 168 

" You astonieh me, Ann I ahoukl hardly have 
liioa^t there had beea so much gratitude in the 
country. For my own part," he continued, from hit 
standpoint in front of a lai:ge fire, " I'm not in favour 
of the exhibition of gratitude on anything like such a 
lai^e acftle. When gratitude becomes colossal, it 
becomes depressing. Indeed, and I think you will 
agreed with me, Ann, to my mind, abnormal gratitude 
exercisee a deteriorating influence on the individual 
fibre, BO to say, a weakening, enervating effect on the 
moral— er — well — er — you understand what I mean. 
Ahem I Ahem ! " 

And Jack was comp^ed to simulate a violent fit 
of coughing, for the small creature's eyes were fastened 
on him, and for some moments he had suffered agonies 
in his endeavour to control his facial muscles. 

But the bird-like eyes gave him no chance either ot 
concealment or escape, and now watched with unabated 
interest the visible tokens of cheet-derangement on 
exhibition. After another prolonged ahem, Jaok 
remarked, with every appearance of rdief, " Hiat's 
better, the dust gets into one's throat so. Now to 
return to what we were saying about gratitude, Ann *' 
(for the hungry eyes were still fastened on him). 
" Did I understand you to say that you would actually 
repeat your thanksgiving prayer twice in one half- 
hour if occasion offered.? " 

" In coorse I should, sir. I've never called meself 
a soholard, sir, but them two prayers, ' Our Father 
which are in 'erven,' and me thanksgivin', I've said 
so r^ler that I've never forgot 'em." 

"That's very praiseworthy, Ann, very," observed 
the young man, delighted to keep the old lady's 
expectations on tenter-hooks a little longer. " Yoa 
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see I've bem avay from f^ese p«rt« for wreral years — 
oh, you wouldn't remember me, I*m sore — but I shall 
nerrer cease to remember you, my memory perhaps 
being on a par with your gratdtude. A moment, Miss 
Muy," for Mary hrae intimated that they most be 
going. " As I was saying, Ann, any e^bition of 
gratitude beyond what jron so felioitonsly st^e 
' a mere ha'penny thank yon ' is quite a novelty to me. 
Yet bdieve me " (and here the young man slid the 
fing«« of his right hand to his waistooat pocket, 
an action followed with bre&thlees eagemeas by his 
fascinated listener) "if you will do me the honour 
to aooept this half-crown I shall think not one whit 
lees highly of you if your gratitude takes the mere 
' ha'penny form ' of ezpiession." 

But as soon as Ann's fingers closed over the silver 
she rose to her feet, and malring a low " bob " vanished 
into the next room, the door of which (as her honour 
was now at stake) she left wide open. Falling on her 
knees by the bedside she proceeded in a highly- 
pitched voice to recite her " thanksgiving prayer," 
and well it was for both her hearers that the speaker's 
eyes were fast shut. As for Jack, his feelings so 
overcame him after listening to the opening words of 
the invocation, that he was fain to retreat outside 
the cottage on tiptoe with handkerchief well-stufFed 
into his mouth ; and Mary was almost equally affected, 
so unprepared was she for the style of expressii^; 
gratitude adopted by Ann Vigors. 

" Let " (so the prayer [}] commenced). 

Let doRB delight to b*rk uid bite, 

For God bu made them go; 
Lat beui and liona growl and fight. 

For 'tis their natuiv ta 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 161 

Theo followed another stanza, which recorded the 
qaestionable Btatemeut that " Birds in their little 
oeets agree," but an unexpected diversion was caused 
bj Itfiss Mary. 

To conceal her emotion the better she had risen 
from her chair, intending to stand at the door of the 
cottage, but not choosing her way in the gloom, 
and forgetting to stoop, her bonnet struck against 
an ill-secored piece of bacon depending from the ceiling. 
This came down with an alarming noise on to the table, 
from whence it bounded to the floor. In the con- 
fusion that followed, the visitors recovered voice 
and some measure of seriousness, but Jack had his 
laugh out before they were many yards away. 

Then it all at once occurred to him t^at Martin 
Davenant had said that he and Jo. would be returning 
from Denby by the last train to-night. Why not go 
round then by Gladford Rise Station on the mere 
chance of seeing them ? The possibility was quite 
BufiBoient to decide the young man, and chatting 
gaily of Ann Vigors he deliberately ignored the turn 
which led direct to Heather's Edge cottage. 

As for Mary, though she knew the vanished sun had 
stolen the bright tints of the heather, and that the 
bracken had exchanged its day-garb of forest green 
for an outfit of funereal blackness, she gave no heed to 
her ways, all her thoughts concentrated upon her 
companion. 

Could it, indeed, be true, she was asking herself, 
as Jack swung along beside her, his every movement one 
of unconscious grace, that this young giant was onoe 
the haby child who had lain and wailed in her arms 
nearly twenty years ago t Though the boy was still 
alive, as a hundred little words and ways abundantly 
II 
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proclaimed, the man had assumed the command, 
and was even at this moment (and Mary as she listened 
to his outpouring unconsciously trembled) contem- 
plating that change which, more than any other, 
cuts off youth from manhood. 

The pedestrians were now well on their way to 
Gladford Rise Station, and there were no landmarks 
which might serve to call attention to the change of 
route. Twilight had long since fallen, and away on 
the high land skirting the moor, an air of desolation 
reigned that made companionship pleasant if not de- 
sirable. It was, indeed, the very hour and where- 
abouts for confidences, and Jack was not slow to 
recognise this opportunity of speaking of his love 
which, like the vast expanse of moor around, seemed 
limitless, and in its purity but little removed from the 
stooping blue that canopied the friends. 

Mary uttered no word as, in tones which proclaimed 
the intensity of the speaker's feeling. Jack poured 
forth the story of his love for Jo., and his determination 
to win her. 

" Please Gk)d we will live out our lives together," 
he concluded, and the throb in his voice made Mary 
wince, for she ^thought of Martha and the mischief 
she was brewing. 

" On Sunday," continued Jack speaking now with 
less tension, '* I shall tell Davenant. Do you think 
I have any chance. Miss Mary ? " and the tones were 
eager and humble. '* I thought he seemed rather 
stiff with me the other night. It might have been my 
fancy, but he put me off when I told him I wanted to 
have a talk with him, and he never did that before. 
I used to come and go as I liked in the old days." 

**You were a boy then," explained Mary, "now 
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you are a man, and naturally he would wish to treat 
you aa such." 

" I hope he will." 

*' But, Jack dear," oontinued Maiy, hesitatingly, 
anxioos to give the young fellow a hint that Mr. 
Bonaldson might not approve <tf his choice. She, how- 
ever, had no opportunity of saying more for, as they 
turned a bend of the road. Jack exclaimed with delight, 
" Pardonne, Miss Mary, but here come Jo. and Mr. 
Daveuant I " 



Chaptbb IX. 

Two truths are common to lofty and affectionate natures. One 
is extreme susceptibility to other people's opinions, the other is 
extreme bitterness when those opinions are unjust. 

MaBIB BASHKIBT8XFF. 

" But where are we ? " rejoined Mary, coming at once 
to a standstill, and looking about her. '* You don't 
mean to say Jack that you have let me pciss Heather's 
Edge turn ? How could you do so ? We shall be 
another hour getting home ! " 

But before she could hear Jack's excuse (if he had one 
to offer) Jo., with a lovely flush on her face, was kissing 
her, French fashion, on both cheeks. 

" You haven't been to The Gap I hope ? " she 
exclaimed. " That would be too vexatious, and 
Jack knew we were to be in Denby all day, he ought 
to have told you ! " 

While Mary and Jo. cast reproachful glances at 
the young man, he turned from Davenant and, appar- 
ently having heard nothing, the girl was saying, 
greeted her with unaffected delight. 

" This is a happy chance ! " he said, as he raised 
his cap again. "Miss Mary and I have been up to 
see Ann Vigors, and I really find her more amusing 
than ever." 

" Why, what has she been doing or saying now," 
asked Jo., with manifest interest as Jack turned in 
the direction of The Gap, and the two walked 

1«4 
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forward, leaving their eldora stationary. " I find 
our Eliza," she continued, " quite as much as my 
risibles will stand. V raiment, she is really too fatiguing 
at times." 

Bat conversation and progress were shortly arrested 
by the voice of Miss Mary. 

" Come, oome. Jack," she cried, " we must get back 
at once ; the field path just below will be our nearest. 
I had no idea Mr. Davenant," and she turned again 
to the carver, " that we were so far from home. No, 
no, dear," for Jo. was again at her friend's side, " it 
would take us quite half an hour longer to walk 
back to the turn. Aa it is Martha will be getting 
anxious. You are coming as usual to the church 
to-morrow evening ? Oh, I am sorry, dear," she 
concluded, as the girl looked reproachfully at her. 

" Ca m'eat egal," returned the latter, good-naturedly ; 
Jack would know on Sunday, if not before, about 
her organ playing. 

And the girl, having completely forgotten the re- 
markable request she had made to her uncle only 
two evenings before, had no suspicion that, in the few 
words he and Miss Mary had but just now inter- 
changed, the second step towards establishing Miss 
Mary at The Gap had been taken. Two days ago, 
to her young eyes, life was a amall, reposeful picture 
in which sober tints abounded, and its highest light 
the possible conversion of her only friend to the posititm 
of her uncle's wife. 

To-day life was a huge kaleidoscope, full of BurpriaiDg 
combinations from which rich colours refracted light 
and beauty in the most charming manner, and at wholly 
unexpected moments. And she, in the unoonsoions 
eag^ness with which she watched fc^ some frealt 
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arrangement of hues and facets, had entirely lost sight 
of the small, reposeful picture, high lights and all. 

'' I shall be coming to the churchyard to-morrow. 
Miss Mary," chimed in Jack, anxious to delay the 
farewells Mary was endeavouring to hasten. When at 
length he caught her up (for she would not wa?t for him) 
ho found her disinclined for conversation, and re- 
specting her silence, fell to contemplating anew Jo.'s 
many and wonderful charms. He was bound to con- 
fess that she did not as yet regard him in the Ught 
of a possible lover. No, there was nothing but the 
old camaraderie in her manner, nothing of self-con- 
sciousness either in look or speech. But her very 
naturalness was adorable ! Surely she must know 
that to look upon her was to love her ! Soon he would 
make her understand what she was to him. Jack 
thought the carver already understood, for ho had 
seemed none too cordial to-night. But on Sunday 
Davenant should know of his love for Jo., and his 
plans for her happiness. 

AU at once Jack's brow darkened ; Davenant might 
not care for this beautiful and accomplished girl 
to marry one whose birth was surrounded by mystery. 
But surely that would be dispelled when once he could 
have speech with Mr. Bonaldson. He had already 
proved one of Miss Martha's assumptions to have been 
utterly false, might he not hope that the Jones, whose 
right to the title of his father that lady had always 
flouted, was in very deed his mother's husband ? 
Yet, if so, why make a mystery of it ? Why, indeed, 
if ho so fondly loved her, as the old verger had said, 
why liad the banker neglected his sister's child, 
leaving him for just twenty years to the chance affection 
and^influence of JstrangerSi^ strangers for the most 
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part, too, in a rank of life lower than her own ? What 
would Mr. Ronaldson reply when these queations 
were put to him ? 

Sorely, surely it could not be that he had per- 
mitted a cloud to rest upon himself, in order to shield 
that loved sister's memory from the hreath of scandal f 
And this Jones, had he been brought forward for the 
same purpose — a dead man — one, therefore, who 
could neither attest nor deny any statement con- 
cerning himself. This mystery promised to be a many- 
headed dragon, which a visit to Hurstwick, and an 
inspection of the register of St. Mary's, were ineffectual 
to enfeeble, much less to destroy. Yet, as he strode 
forward in the dusk of this August night, Jack told 
himself he would never, never, never believe anything 
but good of that sweet mother, whom Miss Mary had 
described so often, and so graphically, that she was 
enshrined in his heart as the perfection of mother- 
hood, the purest and loveliest of all womankind. 

And again the old suspicion of, and resentment 
against, the banker surged in the young man's heart, 
and filled it with bitterness. Why had he postponed 
explanations ? Was he afraid to speak even after 
twenty years ? 

On Monday morning though, he had promised an 
interview, then he should be brought to book ; no 
subterfuges would avail. Jack would insist upon a 
clear Yea or Nay to the searching questions he had 
already, and most carefully, drawn up. That long, 
wavy hair, what was the meaning of it i Certainly 
it was not the outward visible sign of grief at hu 
sister's death, nothing of the sort. But the day of 
reckoning was at band. And to-morrow and Sunday 
WM he not to «ee Jo. ' 
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Mary's thoughts, meanwhile, at first wholly occupied 
in the pleasant task of conjecturing what Martin 
could possibly have to say to her when she went down 
as usual to the churchyard to-morrow, were now wholly 
of Martha and her probable attitude when she heard 
of the coming interview. For, of course, Mary would 
tell her of it ; not to do so would have seemed like 
deception, and would at once have lowered the pro- 
spective pleasure to an ignoble level in the eyes of 
this singularly transparent woman. But in aU pro- 
bability Martha would know beforehand (for Martha's 
intuitions were almost diabolic) that she and Jack had 
met Martin and Jo. If so, there was a bad quarter of 
an hour awaiting Mary, and her sensitive natiu^ shrank, 
as a timid child shriiiks from a prospective whipping. 

Martha, by that wonderful compulsion (which, 
in some organisations is nothing less than a sixth 
sense), had in bygone years so traded upon her sister's 
unquestioning affection that the girFs impulses and 
motives were as truly visible to her in their workings 
as were the fingers which held her knitting, and from 
time to time produced now a stocking, now a muffler. 
Mary was almost middle-aged when she awoke to the 
distressing knowledge that the idolised Martha's 
qualities were not the pure gold she had assumed them 
to be, but were largely, very largely, made up of 
gilded clay. 

When, in some degree, she had learned to fathom 
her half-sister's motives, she knew herself powerless 
to combat them. The confidences, that in the days of 
her blind affection she had given so unquestioningly, 
were but too often used to wound her, for as Martha 
grew older she demanded not merely more, but all the 
love Mary's natiu^ was capable of producing. 
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Mary, with her firm belief in Providence, had never 
made the slightest effort to ingratiate herself with any 
male being ; to do bo Martha had often told her was 
both immodest and wicked. If God wished her to 
many, He would bring her face to face with the man 
she would call husband. But in her young days she 
little knew how often Martha had supplanted Pro* 
vidence, and on more than one occasion bad quietly 
hinted to a would-be suitor that his attentions would 
be unwelcome to their object. 

"There's eleven!" said Jack, for the sound of 
eleven strokee from the deep-toned grandfather's 
clock thrilled upon the air, and roused him from his 
reverie, as he and his companion reached the half- 
way elm, and hurried forward. On their entry Miss 
Barnard curtly ordered Jack to go into the parlour, 
take his supper, and be oS to bed. 

Following Mary into the keeping-room, she remarked 
in her most sarcastic tones, " A pretty time of night 
this ! But, of course, you've been detained with dear 
Jo. and dear Mr. Davenant ! " 

" I'm very much annoyed to be so late," returned 
Mary, cheerfully. " I can't think how we both hap- 
pened to miss the turn. We were close to the field- 
path before I had any idea we were near it. Jo. and 
Mr. Darenant had come in by the last train. I suppose 
you would see them in Denby 1 " 

" I saw them, but took good care they shouldn't 
see me. X don't run out of shops after them, neither 
do I say that I'm walking to Gladford Rise when I 
intend to go round by the station in the hope that I 
may meet people I ought to avoid. I'm thankful 
to say I have a little self-respect and some regard 
for gossipping tongues." 
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" This 18 very unkind^ sister/' returned Mary, 
who would have been wiser to have held her tongue 
(though in Martha's present mood that would have 
been all but impossible). '' I did not know that Mr. 
Davenant and Jo. were to be in Denby to-day, nor 
that they were returning by the last train to-night.'' 

*' But you can't deny that Jack knew all their 
movements ? When Bridget told me you had gone 
to Gladford Rise, I was pretty certain you would come 
b&ck by the station in the hope of getting a glimpse 
of your friend Martin Davenant, who cares about as 
much for you as he cares for me, and that is just that." 
And the irate woman snapped her fingers noisily. 

" Hush, sister," said Mary, with unlooked-for 
firmness. " We were not five minutes in their com- 
pany, and you are welcome to know every word 
Mr. Davenant said to me. He merely asked if I 
would give him half-an-hour to-morrow when I go 
down to the churchyard. I fancy he wants to ask 
my advice about some trifle he may wish to buy 
for Jo." 

The two were now seated at the supper-table, 
and for a long moment after Mary had made the fore- 
going statement there was an awful silence emphasized 
by a look of annihilation and wrath from Martha. 

" Well ? " said the latter, at length, as though 
willing to hear anything of an extenuating nature 
before opening the storm vials. 

Suddenly realising what her candour would cost, 
Mary remarked with assumed calmness, '^ There is 
nothing more. I said I should be there, and if he 
liked to walk back with me I should be pleased, 
or ready or willing (I can't remember exwtly which 
word I used) to]|^hear what_ he had to say. 
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" Do you mean tpO tell me that you have actually 
arranged to meet a man in the churchyard i " Martha 
vould have shrieked out the words had she not feared 
to arouse the banker, who had been in bed for an 
hour or more ; but her tones were none the less cruel 
because they were drawn from the depth instead of 
the height of the registor. 

" How dare you think of making this appointment ? " 
she continued, anger and jealousy rapidly gaining 
complete mastery over her, while a lurid light beamed 
from her eyes. " If he thinks he's going to arrange 
matters with you about Joanna and Jack, he's very 
much mistaken. I am the elder. I am the person 
to be spoken to ; I am the head of this house and you, 
if you had the slightest sense of what is due to my 
position, to say nothing of your own, would have 
referred him to me. You have a home, haven't you ? 
A home you have to thank mc for ! I'm ashamed of you ! 
Where's your self-respect, I should like to know ? 
Most women keep a little of that commodity in stock. 
Why didn't you say, as any female with a grain oi 
sense would have said, ' I shall be at home, Mr. Davenant, 
fax>m two till five, and my sister will make you very 
welcome if you will call.' Why didn't you say so ! 
Answer mo ! " 

"Well, I didn't say so, sister," returned Mary, 
who with flushed face was making a miserable pre* 
tence to eat, " because it did not occur to me to do so. 
It is a long walk from The Gap here, and Mr. Davenant 
is particularly busy just now. Why, then, should I 
trouble him to come all this way, when I must go as 
far as the church t Oh dear, oh dear, what a fuss 
to make over nothing at all I " 

" Ah," ejaculated Martha, and getting up (rom her 
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chair she snarled like a vicious dog in her sister's 
ear, *' You know all about him and his business, do 
you ? But let me tell you you'll have to answer 
to Mr. Ronaldson for taking Jack into such company. 
You were warned to keep those two apart. Davenant 
shall be told his duty though, I'U go myself to-morrow t 
I'll see him ! If he wants advice I'll give it. Oh, 
he shall have advice, I promise you, the very best. 
Keep still ! " 

For Mary had risen, and though careful to repress 
all signs of fear, she was always nervous when Mfikrtha 
had one of these moods, and gladly remembered 
that Jack was not far off. 

" I'm going to bed sister," she said, with all the 
calmness she could muster. If she displayed any 
heat she felt the consequences might be serious. 
Yet it was a hard matter to keep from retediating. 

" You'll wait and hear what I have to say," were 
the words literally growled out by Martha. " If 
you will act foolishly and wickedly you shall never 
have it in your power to say I stood by, and never 
opened my lips to prevent you. You've met him 
before at the churchyard ? Oh, it's of no use to 
deny it," for Mary had closed her lips firmly. She 
would not degrade herself by contradicting. " What 
a fool I've been to let this sort of thing go on," con- 
tinued Martha, in a more natural tone of voice. " I 
can understand now why you've been so regular 
in going each Saturday almost to the minute. But 
Mary Barnard, I had not thought you capable of 
such deception." 

'* What I think well to do that I shall do," remarked 
Mary, as she reached for her gloves and parasol. 
Clearly this scene would extend to the small hours 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 173 

of the morning if Bbe listened any longer to Martha's 
tiiodomontade. 

" You'll only be sorry once for the way you are 
acting," asserted the elder, her mood at once trans- 
formed by Mary's unusual self-assertireness. And 
then true to her practice of endeavouring to show 
some raiaon d'etre for her outburst, she continued, 
with a break in her voice (which in similar circum- 
stances had always proved her most effective field- 
piece), " I've been as a mother to you all these years, 
and while I can shield you I will. Therefore, I go 
with you to the churchyard to-morrow." 

And seeing Mary was ready to object, she proceeded 
to furnish reasons. 

" There can or should be nothing that Davenant, or 
any other man, can have to say to you — a woman of your 
age — that I should not hear. I know I'm right, and 
you won't pass twenty-four hours without saying so.' 

Having thus bolstered her pride and jealousy 
with the phantom idea that she was merely desirous 
of doing what was convenable and even kind, Martha 
Barnard was her ordinary self again, except for an 
almost imperceptible nervous trembling. 

" Come, kiss me now and go to bed, as you say. 
After a lught's rest you will own my advice is the best. 
As for Davenant, he will respect you much more for 
refusing to see him in this clandestine manner. Now, 
don't interrupt, and don't get angry. It wouid be 
clandestine. Mind you, if he wanted to mcary you I 
should never offer the least objection," she concluded, 
her voice betraying the acidity of her feeling on such 
a remote possibility. 

Maiy, whose sense of delicacy had suiEered outrage, 
whose moat cherished imaginings had been so ruthleeely 
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violated, was tethered during the whole of the fore- 
going harangue by Martha's strong grasp of her arm. 
Her anger was too fierce for words ; inwardly and 
outwardly she writhed at her position and welcomed 
as an angel's call the voice of Jack at the door, saying 
" May I come m ? " 

He had recognised on their entry that Miss Mary 
would be subjected to a fierce fire (for he had not for- 
gotten similar scenes in boyhood's days), and, think- 
ing that he might create a diversion in her favour, 
he was prepared to take the whole blame of their late 
arrival upon himself. But his excuses were received 
with scant courtesy, and he was requested to go to 
bed at once. 

Mary, as soon as her sister's grasp slackened, 
escaped to her room, where she fell to weeping un- 
controllably, so unstrung and overwrought was she by 
the late encounter. Any gratification she had per- 
mitted herself to derive from the prospect of being 
of some slight service to the carver, had been roughly 
dissipated by Martha's terrible words and the way 
she insisted upon regarding an act that, to Mary, 
appeared entirely straightforward and lacking in all 
sentiment but that of ordinary esteem. 

How was it that Martha would never permit her to 
feel herself of use ? Why should she persist in treat- 
ing her as a child incapable of judgment ? If Mary's 
advice was ever requested, Martha always managed 
to forestall it, or give the idea that Mary knew nothing 
about the subject it was required to aid. 

'' Oh, Martha ! Martha ! " she cried, with the silent, 
heaven-opening voice of her heart. " I have loved 
you so, why cannot you look through my eyes some- 
times ? ** , 
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Martha, who could have made life so beautiful, and 
who did 80 when her own supremacy was preserved 
and acknowledged, was, when that supremacy was 
even lightly invaded, scarcely human. And as Mary 
reviewed the abiUty with which her sister turned cir- 
cumstance, and dressed up her unlovely and harassing 
ways in the garb of principle and virtue, her soul was 
heavy with the awe and loathing that filled it. 

But why, she asked herself, should she submit to 
these outbursts ? Why not leave Heather's Edge 
altogether and let Martha reign there without a rival ? 
Yet where could she go ? Their friends were few, 
and they, of course, chiefly Martha's ; relatives they 
had none. And Mary shrank from the thought of 
contact with the strange world outside Friston. Be- 
sides, as she told herself, it was only occasionally 
that Martha gave way to jealous passion. In her 
heart she was sure Martha loved her. But what is 
love without sympathy ? Just a contradiction of 
terms, a rainbow without its colours, the moor with 
neither heather nor snow. 

And Martha, who never went to church more than 
once in three months because she found the distance 
too great, talked of going as far to-morrow simply 
to prevent Mary hearing what Davenant expressly 
wished her to hear ! Ah, well ! if Martha would go 
Mary was determined she would not. 

And, having arrived at this conclusion, the fatigues 
and excitements of the day drifted her presently to 
a condition of partial oblivion. 

But the modem woman would have laughed at 
Mary's distress, and, had she deemed it of sufficient 
importance to merit comment, would have proved 
to demonstration that Mary was but reaping what 
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she hod herself sown. And Mary, in grieved aston- 
ishment, would have shown the grapes and figs she 
had planted. Could it indeed be possible that from 
them had sprung these thorns and thistles ? 

" Even ao, my dear," would have come the equable 
reply ; " you have loved ' not wieely, but too wdl.' " 
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Whsthbb or no Martha acted upon the advice she had 
given to Mary to " sleep " on the queetion that had 
aroused so much rancour, it is certain she had decided 
long before the breakfast hour next moming not to 
accompany her sister to the churchyard. The man 
would naturally suspetit her of vulgar curiosity or 
worse, and Martha never wilfully allowed herself to 
occupy any position upon which invidious comment 
could be made by outsiders. 

She was, nevertheless, more than ever determined 
to frustrate the proposed interview, and she had, as 
she told herself, moat justiBable grounds for inter- 
ference. To have made an appointment with a man 
was in itself too reprehensible an act to be even winked 
at, but that Daveuaut and Mary should meet and 
discuss matters rdating to Jack and Joanna would be 
nothing less than criminal. 

As Martha pondered, Buspioion supplied her with 
an index of the carver's mind. Her brow darkened. 
He was arranging (was he ?) that this girl of his should 
marry Jack ! And Mary would aid and abet, for 
was she not "soft" on the carver? They would 
marry these young people and then each other ! Their 
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plans were as plain to be seen by a woman (tf sense as 
were their noses. But Martha would upset them. 
The banker should hear of them ; he should be made 
to interfere ; the proposed interview should — nay, 
must — be prevented. It would be the ruination of 
Jack were he to marry this giri, for whom Martha 
Barnard nourished a etrong dislike, far the sole reoscm 
that Joanna had always manifested a marked prefer- 
ence for the gentle Mary. 

But at the six o'clock breakfast, which Jack took 
with the sisters. Miss Barnard was all smiles and be- 
trayed no curiosity as to that young man's doings or 
intentions. 

"Ah, you spend to-day in Benby," was her sole 
and caustic comment, when he casually mentioned 
he thought of so doing. 

But when he had set out, nothing daunted by the 
warm drizzle, the ideal " wet blanket," which en- 
wrapped and effaced alt animate and inanimate 
objects, Martha turned to Mary, who was putting 
the cups and saucers together, and in her blandest 
manner announced the decision she had arrived at. 

*' I have thought the matter well over, my dear, 
and shall not accompany you. At the same time I 
trust your good sense will lead you to avoid this 
interview, or iirrange for it to take place in your own 
home, and under my protection. I will spare Stubbs 
to go over to The Gap this morning with such a message. 
A woman, remember, is never called upon to sacrifice 
her good name. I am sure you will agree with me 
there * " 

And accompanying her words with a confident, 
encouraging smile, Martha left the room that both 
words and smile might the better work her will on 
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Mary's sensitive nature. By such methods she had 
again and again influenced her sister to forego harm- 
less pleasures, or decline overtures of friendship 
(for Hory had found no happiness in courses Martha 
disappnrred), and she fondly hoped they would now 
be strong enough to lead her to voluntarily refuse to 
see Davenant. But they might fail, so Martha 
dotermiDed to set other wheels in motion, wheels 
whose movements could never be traced to the steam 
from the " pretty kettle of fish " she l(»t no time 
in setting on to boil. 

The banker breakfasted at eight this morning, 
and that meal concluded. Miss Barnard knocked at 
the parloor door oateoaibly to learn her boarder's 
plans for the day. 

" I sha'n't go out till it clears," said the banker. 
" But sit down, MisB Barnard, and tell me about my 
nephew. He came back all right, of course i " 

" He came back certainly, sir ; but he's off again 
this morning. Treats tiie house more like an hotel 
than anything else. He*ll be in for his supper, he tells 
me. But it's quite time, sir, that you exerted your 
authority. I've no wish to complain, but I must have 
something like proper hours kept. It was past eleven 
when he sat down to his supper last night, and I can't 
keep Bridget up night and day. When he was a child 
he dared not have set my rules at nought ; but since 
he has put on these grand airs, and imagines himself 
a man, and you, sir, are in the house, I don't care to 
speak." 

And the lady having cast her burden upon the banker 
paused, that he might critically examine and report 
upon it. Ronaldson was, indeed, moat favourably 
diipoted to listen to hii landlady*! statmnents aikl 
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even opinions, for only tiie previous evening Lord 
Clanfalkland had spoken in the highest tenns (rf 
her intelligence and perspicacity. 

" The Misses Barnard," he had said, " belong to a 
family aa ancient as our own, and that particular 
farm has been held by a Barnard for the past five 
hundred years. When ihe last male Barnard died 
he left a heritage of debts and empty coffers. His 
widow (a second wife, and a woman of education and 
refinement) only survived her husband twelve monUis, 
leaving the little Mary, a child of two, to the guardian- 
ship of Martha then close on twenty," 

" And did you allow her to retain the farm, a girl 
of that age, and with no experience ? " questioned 
Bonaldson. 

" My father did," replied the host. " He said he 
could not resist her pleadings ; moreover, she was 
Bomething of a beauty, and my father had always a 
weakness for the fair sex. So, spite of his agent's 
advice, he permitted her to remain at Heather's 
Edge, and from that day to this she has never been 
an hour late with the rent, and, what is more, before 
she was thirty had paid ofi all her father's debts. 
Ah, you wonder how," for the banker looked the surprise 
he did not audibly disclose. 

" Well, that I can hardly tell you. I do know 
though, that she was up every morning at daybreak, 
and saw for herself that the farm hands were at their 
appointed tasks ; and what is more, she came to be 
regarded by them, I've heard my father say, as a sort 
of ' God A'mighty,' for whatever she undertook was 
carried through, spite of let or hindrance. What 
with a rigid system of retrenchment and a readiness 
to apprehend where a penny might be turned, she bad 
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no difficulty in meeting all expenses, and giving her 
sister, her half-sister, I should say, an uncommonly 
good education, as education went then." 

'* A model wife lost, I should think," remarked 
a guest who had carefully followed his lordship's 
narration ; " one of those vara aves, an unappropriated 
blessing." 

'' Perhaps ; I shouldn't like, though, to dogmatise on 
that point," returned the nobleman, dubiously ; " when 
a woman shows such abnormal ruling power she is 
surely better without such an encumbrance as a mere 
husband ; while he — 



a 



Ah ! poor beggar," and with a light laugh Miss 
Barnard had been dismissed from the conversation. 
But that brief biography was not without influence 
this morning. 

" I'm sorry if he has upset your domestic arrange- 
ments," was Ronaldson's first response to his land- 
lady's indictment of Jack. '' I thought he returned 
early yesterday afternoon." 

'^ So I heard, sir, but it seems he went off out with 
my sister directly he had had tea. I was in Denby, 
and — well " 

'' Did you come upon him there ? " asked the banker, 
for the lady's pause was significant. 

^' No, I saw nothing of him, sir, but the Davenants 
were in town, and your nephew met them last night 
on their return." 

As her listener's look of astonishment was blended 
with annoyance Miss Martha proceeded with depreca- 
tion in tone and manner. *' It's not my business, 
and certainly not my pleasure, sir, to find fault with 
the child I brought up from his birth to his f ourteentih 
year» but after what you were good enough to tell me 
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the other night, I should not be doing my duty if 
I kept you in ignorance of doings you ought to be aware 
of. You wouldn't like, 1 know, to see his mother's 
fortune, let alone your own, thrown away on this or 
any girl he may take it into his head to propose to.'* 

" Goodness no ! " ejaculated Bonaldson, coming 
to a full stop in his pacing of the room, and fixing his 
gaze on his companion. '^But there's surely no 
fear of anything of that sort yet awhile. Miss Barnard ? 
He hasn't been in the place a week ! He can scarcely 
have come to an understanding with this girl you say 
he met last night ? " 

'^ I know no more than you do about that, sir," 
replied Martha, sUghtly ruffled ; " but it doesn't 
want an Elijah the Tishbite to foretell what will happen 
when a girl sets herself to entrap a young fellow." 

" Is she that sort of creature ? " inquired Bonaldson, 
conciliatingly. " What is her name, do you say t " 

" Her name I " echoed Martha, snappily. " I 
can't tell you her name, simply because I don't know 
it. Davenant calls her niece, and she calls him ' Dads,' 
that's all I know ; except that when she is spoken of 
it is as Jo. Davenant." 

'' Jo. ? " echoed Bonaldson, and tone and manner 
disclosed strong disapproval of that nomenclature. 
It certainly sounded " fast " ; he had been prepared 
for a " Susan " or " Jane." " So you think her a bad 
lot, Miss Barnard ? " 

" I did not say so, sir. My rule is never to discuss 
my neighbours, nor inquire into their pedigrees ; 
but when a young man's future is at stake, it would 
be nothing less than a piece of gross wickedness 
if I didn't warn his guardian of what will certainly 
injure it." 
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'* Quite so ; quite so, Miss Barnard ; and I'm truly 
obliged to you. Then you think ? " 

" Well, if you ask me what I think — ^for when I say 
' I ihinJk,^ I'm on level ground and can't stumble — 
then I thinks sir, that this Jo. couldn't be better 
described than as a lady's maid spoilt. That's my 
plain and unvarnished opinion, for, as I told you the 
other night, she has a trick of dressing herself, and 
really, if you didn't know just who she was, you might 
at first sight be deceived into thinking she was some- 
body else. And what's a young fellow to do in such 
a case } " 

Although Bonaldson seemed to appreciate the diffi- 
culties of such a position as Miss Barnard depicted, he 
could not bring himself to believe that in the three or 
four days Jack had been in the place anything of a 
serious nature could have happened. 

" You know what I mean, sir," continued Martha 
in explanatory tones ; " that sort of thing tells so with 
an impressionable young man." 

" Then what do you advise ? " was the banker's 
next question. 

Martha regarded her questioner with blank amaze- 
ment, while her lips unconsciously pursed themselves 
in contemptuous curves. 

" I mean," stammered Bonaldson, '' you would 
take him right away, I suppose ? " 

'' I should break oS the connection at once, whether 
he remained or not." 

" But I've really no influence with him, you see/' 
replied the other, seating himself at the same time at the 
opposite side of the table. '" I've never identified myself 
at all with Master Jack's troubles or pleasures, and I 
don't relish the thought of being harsh witih him now.'* 
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'* Why should you not tell him of your plans, sir, 
at once ? He's going to lunch at The Gap to-morrow. 
If he knows what you are prepared to do for him he 
won't oppose your wishes. Young men, and, for the 
matter of that, old ones, too, won't let a girl stand 
between themselves and fortune." 

^' It would, perhaps, have been wiser had I gone 
at once into things with my nephew," remarked 
Bonaldson, with something like dejection in tones and 
manner ; ^' but I thought by postponing explanations 
until next week we might meantime become friends, 
and then the explanations would have been easier to 
make and to accept. I might, of course, speak to him 
now, as you suggest, but, as you see, he avoids me, 
will have none of me. If he gives me the chance I 
certainly will speak to him ; but you tell me he is to 
be in Denby to-day." 

'' I said, sir," corrected Miss Barnard, " that he 
told us he was going direct to Denby at seven this 
morning — where he spends the day, though, is quite 
another matter. As like as not he'll drift to The Gap 
before tea-time. You forget they were children together 
and schoolmates." 

" Then this girl is not without education ? " ques- 
tioned Bonaldson, with hopeful intonation. 

" What she knows or what she doesn't know I'm not 
in a position to say," returned Martha, drily. " She's 
had no schooling except what she got in the village. 
But it's her position I think of, sir. Why, the girl 
visits nowhere ; the Grange folks wouldn't think of 
asking her when they're here for the shooting. Indeed, 
sir, she would be just the wife, I should say, for Lord 
Clanfalkland's valet." 
With a gesture of disgust the banker exclaimed, '^ The 
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idea is intolerable ; such a marriage would be a catas- 
trophe, and must at all costs be prevented. As you 
have warned me, Miss Barnard, I am sure you won't 
refuse to help me. There's not the ghost of a chance 
of my seeing him to-day, for I dine at the Grange and 
stay the night there. You are certain to have the 
opportunity of speaking to him before he goes to these 
people to-morrow, and I shall be infinitely obliged to 
you if you will tell him from me what I am prepared 
to do for him. My conditions are not hard. I propose 
to settle a thousand a year upon him till he marries 
or I die. In the former case I shall probably make it 
five, in the latter, he will have all my wealth. AU I 
require in his turn is his acceptance of the position of 
my legal son, and his promise to choose a wife from 
my rank of life. Money I do not stipulate for, but 
I shall expect birth and refinement. Now, will you 
make these matters clear to him ? " 

Miss Barnard with difficulty concecded her delight 
at the offer of a commission so truly after her own 
heart. One wheel was working admirably, she now 
put on all steam to make the other revolve. 

*' Naturally, sir, you have the right to make con- 
ditions when you are ready to do so much for the 
young man," she remarked, in even tones ; '^ but did 
I not understand you to say the other night that he 
will come into his mother's money next year ? If 
so he may yet snap his fingers at you and take the 

girl." 

" That is true," returned the banker, gravely ; " but 

then he knows nothing, and need know nothing about 
that money just now." 

'' Well, sir, if you really desire the intimacy between 
Jack and Jo. Davenant broken off, there's a more 



186 AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 

likely way of doing it, I take it, than by putting your 
oflfer before him." 

And Ronaldson listened with relief to the alternatiye 
policy the lady proceeded to propound. 

*' Were I in your place I should call and see Davenant 
himself, and tell him in a quiet way something of your 
intentions for young Jack. Davenant's a dreamy 
sort of fellow, but he can take a hint, and, if I know 
anything of him, he has too much pride, I'm certain, 
to permit the friendship to continue. As likely as 
not he'll forbid Master Jack the house, in which case 
you will have accomplished your desire without ex- 
posing your little finger." 

" That's not a bad idea, Miss Barnard," returned the 
banker, sincere admiration in his voice. Lord Gan- 
falkland had not over-estimated the lady's perspicacity. 
" As you are perhaps aware, I have had some corre- 
spondence with this carver (he was recommended to 
me by a friend in the north who heard of him through 
the London firm who takes all the work he can send 
them), so I shall be able to call on him without exciting 
comment. In fact, he is expecting me, and I couldn't do 
better than go to-day. It will clear soon, I should hope, 
and if so I'll call upon him on my way to the Grange." 

" It will clear about two o'clock, I think, if not before, 
and if you really wish to see Davenant to-day, sir, I'll 
send Stubbs along to The Gap to tell him to expect 
you, or as like as not you will miss him. What time 
shall I say you will be there, sir ? " 

" It is very kind of you to arrange this for me, Miss 
Barnard," said Ronaldson, gratefully. " I have some 
letters I want to write, then I must call in the village 
for one I'm expecting, and I want to be at the Grange 
a little before six." 
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" Shall I say between four and half-past five yon 
will hope to find him in ? " questioned Martha, with an 
almost imperceptible shade of anxiety in her tones. 

" That will do nioely, thanks ; it will be a capital 
thing if this foolish affair can be nipped in the bud 
and by other hands than mine. I only wish I had 
taken the boy from the first, then there would have 
been none of this trouble." 

" Yes," returned Martha, an adept in " touching the 
spot," " that's what you should have done, sir; things 
would have been comfortable then all round." 

" Yet how could I come here, Miss Barnard, unless 
I could tell you who the boy's father was } Was it 
poeaible (I put it to you) for me to have the child 
brought to Hurstwiok, to his mother's native town, 
until I was in a position to give inquirers facta concern- 
ing the man she had married 'i " 

Miss Martha made no other reply to these earnest 
questionings than that she endeavoured to convey 
by a stiff inclination of the head. She still believed 
that the banker held the key to the mystery surround- 
ing the boy's birth, and she was not prepared to 
swallow any concoction made for the purging of a 
guilty conscience, or condone a silence, in iteelf criminal. 
Mr. Konaldson, so she reasoned, had not paid her 
money year after year for nothing. That yearly 
payment was without a doubt the price for her silence, 
and silent she had been as regarded Jack, for never a 
word of any kind had she written to him since his 
departure from Heather's Edge. Silent she would 
remain, and on the eve of Jack's return she had been 
able to supply Mary with a truly praiseworthy reason 
for her change of front. 

" Now that the banker is going to do the right 
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thing by the lad it wiU be best to let bygones be by- 
gones/' sbe had said. But it was quite another matter 
to allow Mr. Bonaldson to suppose that she was her- 
self deceived by his professions of ignorance. 

When, however, he laid, bit by bit, the whole story 
of his search for the missing husband before her, she 
was compelled, spite of her prejudices, to admit that 
this was no romance of his own weaving, but a history 
both true and strange. No one could simulate such 
emotion as the banker with such manifest difficulty 
held in check, and, as she followed the speaker's 
experiences in Ireland, New York, and New Zealand 
Martha could not refrain from ejaculating from time 
to time, " Well, I never ! " " Humph ! " and " Ay, me ! " 

" Believe me or not, as you choose, Miss Barnard, 
but I declare to you before God that from the hour 
I saw her lying dead in this house to the present mo- 
ment, I have never obtained the slightest clue to the 
unravelling of this mystery. I know no more than 
the dead whom she married. That she did marry " — 
and here Bonaldson spoke more calmly — " I am con- 
vinced, and so, I am sure, were you. Unfortunately, 
you did not choose to believe my statement " 

Here Martha would have defended herself, but with 
a wave of the hand the speaker proceeded. 

" Your attitude I forgave, for I recognised it as one 
of true, though mistaken, loyalty to my sister, and 
naturally I hoped to be able to prove your assump- 
tions to be, what they were in every particular, false. 
But Fate willed otherwise. Then Mr. Brotherton 
complicated matters, for, acting upon the contents 
of a letter I had written him in Ireland the night before 
I was made acquainted with the fact of Mr. Jones's 
death, he caused a notice of my sister's death 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 189 

to appear in the Hurstwick paper under the name of 
Jones. Of course, when I heard that that gentleman 
died a month before my sister arrived in England I 
could not bring myself to believe, and I do not even 
now believe, that he was her husband." 

'* I should think not, indeed," interposed Miss 
Martha, " and nobody as ever had the privilege of 
speech with Master Jack's mother would give that 
notion a second thought. The man who married 
her must have died directly after her death, or he 
would have turned up long ago. Unless, indeed, 
he'd anything to hide, and then he's best left to bide 
quiet. Jones, indeed ! No, sir, that tub of a tale 
won't hold a drop of water, and if you tell it to Master 
Jack he'll pretty soon throw it back in your face. 
Would she now have told me her husband was on his 
way home from New Zealand if she had but just 
buried him ? " 

" But for Jack's sake, we can't drop this Jones ; 
you must own that we can't ? " and there was some- 
thing pathetic in the man's evident helplessness. 

" You'll excuse me, sir, if I refuse point-blank to 
assist in patching up a name for the public," ex- 
claimed Martha, tones and manner severe. ^' You 
ought never to have taken up this Jones. And why 
didn't you come and tell me all these things twenty 
years ago ? Then neither I nor Master Jack would 
have had any queer notions about you. If a mystery 
comes that you can't imravel, why on earth should 
you fence it round with lies ? For a lie it is, that 
* Jones ' on the dear creature's gravestone. Better 
believe at once as the times of our Blessed Lord and 
the Virgin Mary have come again, than marry your 
sister in her grave to a man who was dead in his own 
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weeks before. Come, sir/' continued the speaker, 
as she noted her listener's evident dejection, '"leave 
things as they be ; do no more, meddle no more with 
this mystery, or you may come face to face with what 
will fright you. Take that name off the gravestone. 
Tell Master Jack what you've told me, or give me leave 
to tell him. He'll see the wisdom of accepting your 
offer now, and you'll have him at Hurstwick with you 
before Christmas. What call to tell folks there he is 
your sister's son ? Can't you adopt a child if you like, 
and if folk choose to sneer, I suppose you can bear it, 
sir ? You'll have been sneered at already I should 
think, as much or more than any man living ! " 

However bracing Martha Barnard's advice might be, 
her way of administering it was at times almost 
brutal. Yet, though Bonaldson winced, he was 
bound to confess she had right on her side. The 
inscription on the gravestone luaa a lie, and to advise 
Jack that his father's name was Jones would be lie 
number two. Of course, he could adopt Jack (if 
Jack would be adopted) without making any reference 
to Eleanor or her husband. Miss Barnard, it was clear, 
adjudged him a fool and something worse, yet how 
was it possible now to put things back as they were 
twenty years ago ? He could not remove the grave- 
stone, though he might adopt Jack. But if the 
young man saw that inscription and learned that it 
was placed there merely to whitewash his mother's 
name (so to say), doubtless there would be trouble. 
Why, ah why, had not he, Bonaldson, taken the child 
from babyhood and so shielded him from the shock 
of this scandal ? All would now have been forgotten, 
and he would have had comfort and joy in his declining 
years. 
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H Bat the voice of Miss Barnard aroused him from 
his painful reverie. 

" I shall tell Master Jack everything," she was 
saying in hopeful tonee, *' and you'll find he'll come 
round right enough. Indeed, he may think himself 
lucky to have you ready to do such a good part by 
him. I can certainly epeak better for you, sir, than 
you could for yourself, so don't be downhearted. 
Dear me ! there's twelve o'clock. I'd no idea it was 
BO late. I'll send Stubba off to Davenant at once." 

" Ah, do, please, and for Qod'a sake, Miss Barnard, 
don't let Jack drift into this entanglement, or I shall 
feel my burden beyond my powers of endurance." 

" Now, don't you worry, sir ; the longest lane must 
have a turning. When I get him quietly alone to- 
night, he won't stand out against your kindness. Bleas 
you, sir, he'll be offering you his hand when you come 
back to-morrow." 

And Martha, with these encouraging words, left the 
banker. Bom lover of power that she was, she felt 
several inches taller as she wended her way to the 
cowhouse, for the information she had just received 
gave her more pleasure than a gift of gold or jewels. 
Never did any being more thoroughly realise the 
truth of the dictum, " Knowledge is power," than did 
this woman who, in the sparsely-peopled world in 
which she lived, aimed at a sovereignty over her 
fellows as intimate and far-reaching as tiiat of any 
Eastern potentate. But her crowning joy at this 
moment lay in the certainty that she had frustrated 
the meeting of Mary and Davenant. For if the 
latter remained at home, as he was bound, to see Mr. 
Bonaldson, it would be impossible for him to reach the 
churchyard until long after Mary had left it. 
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" But I'm only doing the right thing," she remarked, 
soUo voce. " The idea of his wishing to confinlt Mary, 
and asking for an interview out of doors ! Tut, tut ! 
If he wants advice the least he can do is to call here 
for it." 

When at her usual hour Mary set out with a basket 
of jessamine and white lilies for the churchyard, 
Martha remarked with feigned or real regret, "Ah, 
my dear, I had hoped better things of you. It would 
have been so easy to have gone an hour earlier or 
later. But I'll say no more." 

She could not, however, repress a smile when again 
seated in the kee^Hng-room she bent over her work. 
Mary might wait ten, fifteen, even thirty minutes, but 
Davenant would not come to her, for it would be 
necessary for him to leave The Gap at four o'clock if 
he intended to meet her. 

Other forces, though, besides those Miss Barnard 
could muster were at work that day, and proved the 
stronger. On reaching Friston Boughtoa that after- 
noon the banker found a telegram announcing the 
death of the Earl of Towermaios. As Eonatdson had 
several claims on the late Earl's estate, his presence at 
Hurstwick was imperative. So he despatched a note 
to the Grange explaining his change of plan to his 
lordship, and then, finrtin g he had a spare hour before 
his train left the junction, he hired a cob from " The 
Hand and Foot " and rode on to The Gap. 

True, indeed, is it that " the best-laid schemes o' 
mice and men gang aft agleg," for it wanted five 
minutes to four when the isanker and carver parted. 
As for the latter, he lost no time in keeping his appoint- 
ment with Mary in Eriston Boughton churchyard, for 
he had now more matter than ever to disooaa with her. 



It cost Mary far more than Martha's intuitions, 
poweiftil though they were, could appraise, to brave 
her sister's wanungs and meet Davenant. Yet why, 
she argued, should she refuse to do an ordinary act 
of kindness because Martha chose to characterise it 
as wrong 1 Supposing a woman had said she would 
like to ask her a question when she went through 
the churchyard, would Martha have found just the 
same fault ? 

Was it really wicked of her to love this man 1 
Could it even be unwomanly if he and everybody 
were in ignorance of her affection } Why should it 
be a crime to love a being who wore a coat and trousers, 
when a creature in petticoats might be loved to infatua- 
tion and no comment evoked ? Had not God made 
both ? Surely she might love this man as long as her 
love never disclosed itself I 

Yet it seemed as though Martha, with her almost 
diabolic powers of intuition, had discovered her secret. 
What then ? Then Mary owned to herself that in 
sheer self-defence she must strike out, and not merely 
parry Martha's blows. She would, she was sure, 
always regard Martin with affection ; she should never, 
she was equally sure, love any other man, but in order 
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that her love might remain inviolate she would, so she 
determined, repudiate it so thoroughly that even 
Martha herself would be deceived. 
^ After all, it was mere jealousy on Martha's part, 
and to regard a simple matter like this as if it were one 
of life and death was as foolish as it was unkind. 
Naturally Mary asked herself why she, whose advice 
had been requested, should withhold it and allow 
Martha the opportunity of tendering hers. For, as 
Mary knew well, if she were to follow Martha's dictum 
and not only avoid the meeting with Davenant but 
ask him instead to call at the cottage, she would have 
no opportunity of speech with him. Martha would 
be present and, as usual, monopolise the visitor and 
the object of his visit, so Davenant's desire to obtain 
Mary's advice would be defeated. 

Martha might say what she liked about this meeting. 
It was ridiculous to make such a fuss over exchanging 
a few words with a man who happened to pass through 
the churchyard when she made her weekly visit there. 
Of course, if Davenant cared to return to Heather's 
Edge with her she would offer no objection. 

Yet the flutter at her heart as she neared the church- 
yard proclaimed to its owner in unmistakable language 
that the coming meeting was no ordinary, every- 
day affair. 

Scarcely raising her eyes as she passed through the 
lych gate (though she heard the strains of the organ), 
she was well aware, long before she reached the grave, 
that Davenant was beside it. If only Martha had 
not tormented her so ! 

But controlling herself, as was her habit, she hid 
away every sign of self-consciousness under the cover 
of well-adjusted unconcern, and extending her dis- 
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engaged hand, remarked in even tones on the loveliness 
of the air after the morning's rain. 

" Have you seen Jack ? " was her next observation, 
as she knelt to remove the withered flowers. 

" I thought he said last night that he would come 
down with you." 

*' I had an idea that he would meet us here," said 
Mary, her shapely, deft fingers busy arranging the 
flower-stalks so that flowers and leaves only were 
visible in a design which called forth Davenant*s 
silent admiration. 

" Has Jo. been down long ? " she asked, for she fdt 
nervous as she realised that Martin was watching her. 

" Yes," replied the carver, " she came off early this 
aftemooix^ she wanted extra time for practice she 
told Marthe. I had a visitor, so she didn't come in 
to say Au revoir as usual. Your Mr. Ronaldson called 
to see me." 

And Davenant made a significant pause. 

" Ah ! " returned Mary, " was he pleased with the 
panels ? I wonder where Jack can be," she continued, 
anxiety in her tones. Why did not Davenant say 
what he wanted to and go ? " He went to Denby 
this morning. He is upset about several matters, 
and I know he wants to have a talk with you before 
he goes over them with Mr. Ronaldson. I wonder 
where he can be," she repeated, as, her work finished, 
she rose from her kneeling posture and looked anxiously 
up and down the pathway. 

'' Jack will be all right. Miss Mary. May I tell you 
what Mr. Ronaldson has been sajdng to me about 
him ? " 

And the carver by look and gesture invited his 
companion to accompany him across the graves to a 
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track which passed behind and above the vicarage, 
and where there were no cottages with idle women 
standing to gossip at the doors. All Mary's self- 
consciousness vanished in her desire to learn what the 
banker had made known to Davenant, and in answer 
to her questioning look the latter said i 
^ *' He tells me he has made every arrangement to 
adopt him — ^make him by law his son and heir ; that 
Jack will join him at Hurstwick before long, very soon 
indeed ; that he will have a large fortune at the banker's 
death, and that he intends, if he is a good chap and 
follows out his wishes to settle, I think he said a 
thousand a year on him when he comes of age." 

As the carver concluded, he, in his turn, looked 
inquiringly at his companion. 

" Yes," she said, " I understand." And, as in a 
flash, her sister's unusually long colloquy with the 
banker that morning served to make her apprehen- 
sion of the position clearer. 

" You understand ? " and Davenant nodded. *' I 
thought you would. I did not let him think I did. 
I took it all as just a matter of course, and that it was 
of no particular interest to me. * I am glad,' I said, 
* to know he is so well provided f or ; he is a worthy 
young man,' and I dismissed the subject. But I saw 
through his talk, especially when he said he hoped Jack 
would not be foolish, and trusted he had got into no 
entanglements in Switzerland. And it was for this 
same matter I wanted your advice. Miss Mary, if you 
will be so good as to give it. You understand ? " 
And when he brought his gaze to bear directly upon 
his companion she involuntarily felt the beauty and 
the power of the eyes so brown, so clear. 

'' It is about Jo. you are troubling," she said, her 
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self-oonsciousness returning under the fire of that 
look. " Do you, then, think she cares for him ? " 

** Ah, that I could not say ; the thing with me is to 
prevent her doing so. He — I think, I do think that 
he loves her — and she must not have her life spoiled." 

The two had been climbing a woodland path above 
the road for the past ten minutes, and when they 
emerged upon a small meadow which seemed to out 
them off from all connection with any existence but 
their own, Mary felt a great shock at her heart. This 
was what Martha might with truth describe as a dan* 
destine meeting, for the meadow was forlornly empty, 
neither goat nor cattle browsing there, and no view 
obtainable therefrom. 

Though she knew it was a short cut to the Bidge^ 
she instinctively quickened her steps towards the wood 
at its other side which, in comparison, was crowded 
with life. But her companion was still speaking of Jo. 

*^ Oh, Jo. must not suffer," she exclaimed, scarcely 
knowing what she said, her great aim being to reach 
the other side of the meadow and enter the coppice 
which fringed it. There the trees would be friendly 
personalities, and their feathered tenants help to 
restore her fast- vanishing self-confidence. Martha 
had been right, she was now saying to herself, as she 
listened to the murmur of Davenant's voice ; she ought 
to have declined this meeting. 

Then, as they passed through the gate into the 
coppice, she regained some measure of self-control, 
though at first she scarcely knew what she was saying. 

'' Jack loves Jo., Mr. Davenant, he told me so yester- 
day; and it is his intention to marry her if she, too, 
cares for him, and you offer no objection. Indeed, I 
don't think he would trouble about any one's objections 
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if Jo. would listen to him," continued Mary, feeling 
more at her ease now she was talking again. 

^' Is it so serious as that, Miss Mary ? " and the 
carver's tones were grave. " What c€tn I do, then ? 
I must forbid him to come to The Gap. HUaa ! 
Helae I What will Jo. say if I have to do this I It 
is not that I do not like the young man, but I cannot 
have Jo. looked down upon by his people. And 
besides, I will not have it said that I encourage a 
chap who is to have much money to marry my niece. 
Why, Miss Mary, they might even say that Jo. used 
some arts to entrap hLm — voyez vous f " 

That Davenant was excited was evident by his 
employment of idiomatic French literally translated. 
He looked so distressed, too, that his companion's 
self -consciousness fled away and her natural kindliness 
on the instant manifested itself. 

" We must think," she said, " what will be best to 
do ; indeed, I have been thinking ever since Jack told 
me how he felt towards Jo. It is scarcely likely that 

Jo. has given any thought to marriage yet, or even " 

Mary hesitated, and the carver came to her relief with : 

'' No, no, no ! I feel sure she thinks yet nothing 
about such things." 

" Well, then, we need not consider her so much just 
now. You know, Mr. Davenant," continued Mary, 
tentatively, " I can't rid myself of the feeling that it 
is Jack's duty to follow out Mr. Bonaldson's wishes, 
at least until he is twenty-one, and I dare not take 
the responsibility upon myself of advising him to 
refuse this generous offer." 

" I am with you there, Miss Mary ! " returned the 
oarvcr, warmly. " Vraimeni^ the offer is fnagnifique ! 
A thousand pounds each year ! For Jo.'s dot I can 
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only give one hundred fifty pounds, though when I 
am dead she will have more. No, no ; he must not 
forego this wealth ! And we must, you think, use 
every argument to urge him to accept ? Eh ? " 

" I don't know about that," returned Mary 
Barnard, dreamily; indeed, unconscious for the 
moment to whom she was speaking. '^ Money is 
little, oh, so little, so poor and despicable in com- 
parison with real love." 

" C^est vraiy** and Davenant's tones as well as words 
strongly endorsed his companion's observation ; '* but, 
you see. Miss Mary, this maybe for young Jack — this 
feeling he told you of — only a passing fancy, and it 
may be, when he finds himself with other young ladies, 
that he will no more remember Jo. I have heard that 
it is sometimes like that with young men." 

" Perhaps with some, but I think not with Jack," 
was Mary's response. And she shook her head as she 
remembered the voice, hoarse and tense with emotion, 
saying, " I love Jo., and please God, we will live out 
our lives together." 

"Still, it would not be well either for him or Jo.," 
she continued, " that an intimacy should be encouraged 
now. He has yet to hear Mr. Bonaldson's offer, and 
when that is before him he will be compelled either to 
accept or reject it. Should he reject it, I am sure he 
will do so solely or chiefly on Jo.'s account, because he 
feels convinced that she would not be received by the 
banker on terms of equality with himself. He will not 
have Jo. looked down upon, I am certain." 

" He is a good fellow, Miss Mary," said the little 
Frenchman, in whose eyes a suspicious looking moisture 
was gathering, " but he must not be permitted to injure 
hitt prospects for what may prove only a passing fancy. 
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When he speaks to me to-morrow I shall use my 
strongest persuasions to make him accept this offer.'' 

" Ah, I could not do that," remarked Mary. *' I 
could not urge him either way. But if he persists in 
refusing it, what will you do then ? " 

'' Well, then, Miss Mary, I shall forbid him to come 
to The Gap at all. But if he refuse, how will he 
live ? Oh, he must not dream of refusing ! " 

'' He has some project on hand to earn his own living. 
He is a good linguist, and thinks he could easily obtain 
a tutorship — a travelling tutorship is what he would 
prefer." 

" He's a good boy, truly a good boy. Miss Mary ; 
but if he will not accept the banker's offer I shall 
tell him that I do not wish to see him ; that, indeed, I 
will not have him at The Gap again. It does not 
hurt young men to be tried. If this affection you 
tell me of be sincere, then, when he is of age, he will 
come to me and then I will let Jo. listen — that is, of 
course, if he will be able, by working, to keep her. 
But now I shall give him no thought that I will receive 
him even then. No, he must have no small, small 
encouragemeni to forego this magnifique offer. Do 
you not agree, Miss Mary, that this is a good plan that 
I propose ? See," and the speaker used his right hand 
with much vigour, to emphasize his words — " see, 
I say to him when I have listened to what he will tell 
me to-morrow, * You go to Hurstwick with Mr. Ronald- 
son. You won't go ? Then you don't come here. I not 
have you.' You think that will be right. Miss Mary ? " 

" Yes, yes, quite right," returned Mary, hurriedly, 
for she all at once discovered that they were nearing the 
end of the coppice and that another lonely little 
meadow lay ahead. 
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*' I thank you a thousand times," Davenant pro- 
ceeded, ** for 'all the good counsel you have given me, 
and which it is my intention to act upon. And now " 

" And now," interrupted Mary, alarmed by she 
knew not what in the carver's manner, " I think we 
have said all that need be said on this matter, and I 
will not bring you farther. I feel sure all will go well, 
and your plan will be best for both Jack and Jo." 

As she concluded she held out her liand in parting 
salute, and came to an abrupt stand. 

The pause was made beneath a spreading fir, by 
whose branches the westering sunlight was broken 
into a thousand shapes and shades. 

" But, Miss Mary," said Davenant, as he took her 
proflFered hand, " I have not yet said my most im- 
portant word, the word for which I begged you to 
accord me this interview." 

And Mary, who thought she had given her hand in 
farewell, found herself drawn towards the purple of 
the tree trunk, and above the sound of innumerous 
bells ringing in her ears, saw the carver kneeling at 
her feet and heard him ask her to become his wife. 
The surprise of finding herself needed (as he assured 
her) by the man she had so long secretly loved, to- 
gether with the agitation and the excitement attend- 
ing this interview, so overcame her that she lost con- 
sciousness, and would have fallen had not Davenant, 
springing to his feet, caught her in his arms. 

When two minutes later she opened her eyes, she 
heard her lover murmuring "Je faimel Hon Dieu, 
Je Vaime I " and in the look fixed upon her pale faoe 
read more eloquently than any words could render 
that her love was desired as well as returned. 

For the carver, when his arms were aboot her in 
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her helplessness, discovered that the feelings of high 
esteem with which he had always regarded her were 
transmuted under the magic charm of protectiveness 
into enduring love. All idea of Mary being of use 
to hims^ or to Jo. vanished then and there and for 
ever in the longing that possessed him to have her for 
his very own, to love and to cherish. 

He was all tenderness for having startled her, but, 
if she would listen to his supplication, she would make 
him the happiest man on earth. Mary, trembling 
with the sweet shock of this unexpected avowal, 
for sole answer slipped her arm within his, and raised 
her eyes for one brief moment to his face. She dared 
not yet trust her voice. 

And he, overjoyed, led her forward to the empty 
meadow, the companion one to that they had passed 
through a short half-hour ago. Somehow the empty 
meadow seemed now of all spots the most desirable, 
for both had suddenly realised that each was for the 
other the only being in existence. Martha, Jack, Jo. 
were all forgotten, and Davenant had no thought of 
surprise at himself as he spoke of his past, and mapped 
out a future in which Mary was to bring him his chief 
joy. 

On and on they walked and talked, forth and back, 
and back and forth in the little meadow where no 
prying sparrow nor whistling blackbird disturbed 
the happiness of these newly-made lovers. 

Then all at once Mary thought of Jo., and with a 
sudden pang at her heart she faltered forth, *^But 
Jo. ? " 

" Jo. will bo a happy girl when she hears of my good 
fortune, Marie; she told me only the other day she 
wished you could live with us always^ ' 
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'' I couldn't come to you, Martin, if it would make 
Jo. unhappy." 

'' Oh, my dear love, there is no fear, no fear. She 
will be full of joy when I tell her you have done me 
80 much honour. But what will Miss Martha say ? 
She will not want to spare you, n'est ce paa f " 

'' Ah, Martha ! " and Mary stood stock-still in the 
meadow from which the sunlight had long since de- 
parted, her heart heavy, as she thought of her sister. 
" She will be very angry, Martin." And the hand on 
Davenant's arm trembled. 

"ffe 6ien, but that will not hurt us, Marie," re- 
turned the carver, lightly ; he was much too happy 
to entertain forebodings of evil. " She will get over 
that soon, and as you say in England, ^ hard words 
make no bones break.' You will see, I will say all 
things very nice to her and she will be very pleasant." 

Mary shook her head, though she could not help 
smiling. 

" Ah, but you will see," continued Davenant, con- 
fidently. " I have just the right tool that shall turn 
her from an ugly angle into a pleasant curve. Let 
us go now and tell her." 

" No, no, Martin," cried Mary, genuinely distressed, 
" not to-night ; I could not bear to have her angry 
with you to-night. I must try to prepare her in some 
way, but I feel such a coward." 

** Now, you leave everything to me, Marie, and do 
OS I propose. Say with my respectful compliments 
to Miss Martha that I hope to call to see her to-morrow 
afternoon. I will come as soon as I have heard what 
Master Jack has to tell me, and if you will be some» 
where near the half-way elm at five o'clock, I will 
bring Jack, and the two of you can walk down to 
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church together. At the same time I will talk to Miss 
Martha. All will be right, Marie, never fear.*' 

*' I must go home now, Martin ; see the dew is 
heavy, and she will ask me what I have been doing 
and why I am so late. No, do not come any farther^ 
Martin, I shall just fly along by myself. Ah ! " And 
in another minute Mary was fleeing from her lover — 
the first kiss she had ever received from man's lips 
imprinted on her own, her whole being thrilled with 
the marvel, the joy of it. 

But as to how Jack and Jo. had spent the evening 
neither of the middle-aged child-lovers in their great 
happiness gave even a passing thought. 



Chaftbb XII. 

Or m be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor anything to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am most constant^ 
Though destiny say No. 

—The Winter's Tale. 

Apabt from the promise of joy which the prospect of a 
quiet outlook upon the wonderful change in store for 
her afforded Mary Barnard, she felt physically top 
weak to bear anything of a contentious nature after 
parting from her lover. 

On reaching the half-way elm she moderated her 
pace, and then an unutterable longing seized her to 
weep out her happiness on some kind breast. To have 
that joy spumed, covered with opprobrium, treated 
as altogether worthless, would, she felt, kill her out- 
right. So, instinctively, she let the light of it fade 
from her eyes, permitted her shoulders to droop and 
her feet to drag as she entered the cottage, while all 
the time her heart was singing the refrain it had 
never ceased to repeat since Martin held her in his 
arms. " Je faime, Mon Dieu, je faime I " 

What a hypocrite she knew herself to be as she 
flung herself with a sigh on to the nearest chair in the 
keeping-room and well out of the range of the lamp, 
close to which Martha was seated knitting. 

The latter, taking no notice whatever of this exhibi- 
tion of fatigue, calmly raised her head and regarded 
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her Bister with a severity the spectacled eyes did much 
to accentuate. '' I must request you in future to be 
at home at the appointed hour for meals/' she re- 
marked in her iciest tones. 

'' I'm so sorry, Martha, I am late to-night,** was 
Mary's ready response. ** I promise it sha'n't occur 
again." 

'' No ; and I promise you I'll not have you going to 
The Gap again. If you have no respect for yourself, 
no sense of decency to prevent you going up there 
after the man whom I'd taken good care should not 
meet you in the churchyard, I have fully determined 
to take matters into my own hands. If I have to leave 
Heather's Edge I'll do it rather than have our good 
name dragged in the dirt. I'm ashamed of my own 
flesh and blood." 

" What do you mean, sister ? " cried Mary, on the 
very verge of tears ; Martha's words were so terrible, 
her look withering in its scorn. " I've not been near 
The Gap : I went to the churchyard as usual and came 
back by Braxted Coppice, and — and-y-I've got my 
feet quite wet," she concluded, lamely, a sob in her 



voice. 



Then do you mean to tell me you haven't seen 
Bavenant ? " said Martha, sharply. 

But before Mary could make any reply Jack strode 
in from the giurden. '' Davenant ? " he echoed. 
'' Davenant went to Axmoor Edge this afternoon after 
Mr. Bonaldson left him, and he hadn't come back 
an hour ago." Miss Barnard greeted this information 
with a sceptical smile. 

" You can please yourself about believing me," 
continued the man. ^^I have walked straight here 
from The Gap, and in my hearing the young servant 
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told Jo. that her master had an appointment with 
someone at Axmoor and might not be back till late." 

Martha's face fell. All the evening she had been 
nursing a righteous anger, so she styled it, against 
Mary's shamelessness, and to have it proved by inde- 
pendent authority that her accusations were as baseless 
as they were base galled her very soul. The know- 
ledge that her plans had worked out so well and that 
the proposed interview between Mary and Davenant 
had not taken place, did not at first bring her sufficient 
satisfaction to outweigh this latest annoyance. Mary 
had, of course, been to see Jane Badger, who lived 
on the north side of Braxted Coppice ; she did so now 
and again after her weekly visit to the churchyard. 
Davenant, it was quite clear, could not have been 
with her, for he could not have got to the churchyard 
before she left it. That explained why he had gone 
to Axmoor, where he grew his own wood for carving 
purposes, and from time to time disposed of surplus 
or unsuitable material. Martha felt she had acted 
like a fool in making so much of what Mary had insisted 
to be a trivial matter. 

Well, it was a very good thing the two had not met, 
and before she could exhibit anything like awkward- 
ness or embarrassment Jack gave her fresh food for 
surprise. 

"By the bye. Miss Barnard, Mr. Bonaldson left 
a message for you with Mrs. Gibbs, of *The Hand 
and Foot.' He found a telegram at the post-offioe 
recalling him to Hurstwick, and thither he went this 
evening. He would not have gone till to-morrow, 
though, had there been any trains running on Sunday.'' 

" Gone back to Hurstwick ? " exclaimed Martha, 
the almost incredible announcement sweeping away 
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by it8 gravity and Buddenneae aU the angry reserve in 
which she had entrenched herself. '" What's he gone 
back there for 1 " 

" I believe he went because the Earl of Towermams, 
the eldest son of the Marquis of Pierhampton, of the 
Abbey, Hurstwick, died yesterday. I suppose the 
Earl was a client of his. Anyway, he's gone, and Mrs. 
Gibbs asked me to tell you that he will write to you 
early next week.'* 

Then turning to Mary, whose very breath had been 
taken away by Jack's unlooked-for, opportune appear- 
ance and announcement, the young man said, in quite 
another manner, '' I must have been in the church 
when you arrived with the flowers and so missed you. 
I had no idea Jo. played the organ, and by Jove, she 
plays it beautifully, don't you think so ? " 

But Mary dared not trust herself to attempt any- 
thing like conversation. Rising, and at the same 
time pressing Jack's hand, she said, '^ Excuse me, 
sister, I must take these damp shoes off, and if you 
do not want me I won't come downstairs again." 

" As you please," returned Martha, drily, " there's 
food in the pantry ; you can help yourself." 

Mary wanted no supper, she was only too delighted 
to be alone. What happy chance could have occurred 
to lead the fat Eliza to say her master had gone to 
Axmoor ? But Mary had not delivered Martin's 
message, cmd she felt like a criminal in having kept 
silence as to his whereabouts. So before permitting 
herself to contemplate her newly-acquired joy, she 
wrote a little note and affixed it to the pincushion in 
Martha's bedroom. 

** Dear Sister [it ran], I did not go to The Gap. I should never 
have dreamed of doing so ; but I (Ud see Mr. Dayenant^ and he 
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wished me to toll yon thftt he hopes to ocJI upon 70a to-morrow 
•fter tea. — Your loving Bister, Habt." 

She could not say less, and she dared not say more. 
And now that her conscience waa at eaae she fdl on 
her knees beside the bed and poured out her heart — 
she had no words — in silent thanksgiving to the 
Invisible Giver for tibe wondrous joy He, and He 
alone, she was convinced, had Himself bestowed. It 
seemed almost incredible that she was now to have 
a kingdom all her own ; joys, hopes, feats, confidencee 
which Martha could neither mar nor meddle with. 
How true the remark she had read only a few days 
ago in a book of Jack's on drawing : " It is Khm-e the 
bird is makes the bird." What a happy bird would 
she be safely domiciled in Martin's heart ! And what 
a nest for her ! Then Mary remembered Jo.'s enig- 
matic words of the previous week, her "lovely idea." 
Could she have referred to such a possibihty as in one 
short hour had become so grand a reality ? 

While Mary's thoughts, like a player who has 
unexpectedly become possessed of a Cremona, were 
occupied in evolving ever fresh and delightful har- 
monies, a fierce and mortal conflict was being waged 
below between Miss Martha and Jac^. 

The latter had spent the greater part of the evening 
with Jo., an erperience of itself more than sufficient 
to raise his spirits to their highest level. But his 
crowning joy had been the sight — for the first time— 
of the stone at the head of his mother's grave — surely 
the stepping-stone to that Paradise he had piotnred 
wherein Joanna would reign, his queen and wife. Such 
a public attestation of his mother's absolute right 
to the name of Jones as the inscription afforded was 
in itself, so Jack reasoned, irrefutable evidence of its 
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truth. And, accepting it as truth, he found it an easy 
matter — for Jo. was beside him — to believe that though 
his uncle might be eccentric, Miss Barnard was the 
mother, as she certainly had been the nurse, of the 
mystery that hung over his parentage. 

So when, on Mary^s departure to bed, that lady in- 
formed him she had a message from the banker for 
him, he found it difficult to conceal the contempt he 
felt. He had already proved one of her statements, 
or rather insinuations, to have had no foundation in 
fact, and he was deeply annoyed that his uncle had 
chosen her as his medium of commimication. 

** Don't look daggers and thunderbolts at me,** she 
remarked, as she regarded the tall figure now leaning 
against the high mantel, " and do sit down, for I've 
quite a history to give you." 

" I prefer to st^nd, Miss Barnard," returned Jack, 
drily. 

'* Oh, very woU ; please yourself," said Martha, 
pleasantly. 

She was determined, if possible, to keep her temper ; 
if she lost it she recognised that all her power to in- 
fluence would go with it. 

" First of all, you must be told that Mr. Ronaldson 
is, without doubt, your mother's brother, and, there- 
fore, your uncle." 

The lady expected some expression of astonishment, 
some token of interest to follow this announcement. 
But it was she who was surprised when her listener 
remarked, with a brevity bordering on rudeness, 

'* The church registers at Hurstwick testify to that 
fact." 

*' So that's where you went last Thursday," she 
exclaimed, at length, and with an unconscious addition 
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of respect in her voice. " Hum, hum ! " she continued. 
" Well, it makes my task all the easier, and remember, 
if I gave you wrong ideas about his relationship to you, 
he, not I, is to blame. He owns that and, moreover, 
admires my loyalty to your mother in acting as I did." 
" Your message. Miss Martha," said Jack, with tense 
intonation. 

" The message first, if you will, and the history after. 
Your uncle offers to settle a thousand a year upon you 
till you marry or he dies, and will leave you all his 
fortune on condition that you become his legal son 
and marry from his rank of life." 

Martha here deliberately placed her knitting on the 
table, as though it were the shadow of the good things 
to come of which she had spoken, and then peered 
through her spectacles at the figure now standing 
drawn up to its full height upon the hearthrug. What 
she saw was not calculated to inspire her with con- 
fidence in her persuasive powers. The hazel eyes of the 
handsome young face, flashed with a gUtter of st«el. 
and the lips, crowned with moustache of deepest 
brown, fell into contemptuous curves when the banker's 
conditions were announced. 

" Haven't you a word of thanks for such a magnifi- 
cent offer ? Are you wholly without feeling ? " burst 
from Miss Martha, at length. 

" The history, Miss Barnard, and make haste, if yon 
please." 

Then, with some preliminary remarks on gratitude, 
which made Jack think of Ann Vigors and her " so- 
to-say ha'penny thank you," Martha commenced the 
wonderful story, following closely the order in which 
she had received it. As she proceeded her listener^ 
look and bearing gradually changed, he l^t the heart)i- 
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rug and seated himself at the table opposite the narrator. 
As he sat there, grim and alert, now putting a brief, 
disconcerting question, now noting a date or name in 
his pocket-book, BGss Barnard felt herself in the 
presence of a Spanish Inquisitor, and her hopes of 
inducing him to entertain his uncle's offer rapidly fell 
to zero. 

And that is all 1 " he said, at length. 

So far as I am aware, that is all ; a very strange 
and a very sad story. But all's well that ends well, 
and there is no occasion to publish it. I've alwajrs 
kept a still tongue in my head, and, as you know, I 
always forbade you to talk to any one about your 
mother. No one excepting Bridget (for her aunt and 
old Dr. Stocks are dead) knows that you are the son 
of the lady who lies buried in our churchyard under 
the name of Jones. Mary, of course, knows. It 
would have been better on all accounts," continued 
Miss Martha, judicially, " as I told him this morning, 
if your uncle had not had the stone put there, then no 
one could have connected you with it, but having 
* Bonaldson ' upon it has made some people talk. 
When they speak to me I always say that you were 
related to her very distantly." 

Jack, who for some minutes had been pacing up 
and down the little room, his brows knit, his eyes 
almost shut, his mind debating whether it should or 
should not accept the remarkable story offered for 
its consumption, became suddenly alive to the nature 
of Miss Barnard's last remark. 

" How dared you tell such a lie ? " he thundered. 
*^ You know as well as I do that she was and is my 
mother. Why shouldn't the village know it, and the 
whole world, too ? Ay, and the world shall know it. 
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When I was a child," he continued, pausing before the 
woman, who, in spite of herself, was a little soared 
by his vehemence, " I believed all you told me ; but 
now I am a man I fling from my mind, as I fling 
this wasp and crush it beneath my feet, the sus- 
picions and insinuations you have fed me with 
from babyhood. What are the plain facts ? My 
mother marries during her brother's absence, and b^ 
cause she does not know where to address a letter to 
him, waits till his return to inform him of the fact. 
She travels from America, where she has been doing 
an angel's work, to meet and tell her brother of her 
marriage. On her way she is belated here ; you take 
her in ; she writes to her brother, asking him to come 
at once and fetch her away ; I am bom, she dies before 
he can arrive. Then, you and my uncle,!: together, 
trump up a mystery which has no foundation in fact. 
She told you her husband was on his way either to or 
from New 2iealand. What more likely than that he 
was the captain of a vessel, or even a passenger, 
and what more likely than that the ship went 
down, and instead of joining each other, as they had 
fondly hoped at Hurstwick, their meeting-place is 
heaven ? *' 

'' You talk like a child," interrupted Miss Martha, 
utterly ignoring the young fellow's reproaches. " Do 
you suppose anyone but yourself would believe such 
a tale ? " 

" If I had been my mother's brother the world 
should have been made to believe it, for I am as certain 
that my father was my mother's husband as I am 
certain that I stand here, and, God helping me, I 
will discover who my father was or die in the attempt ! " 

*' Fine words ! Fine words ! Butrfine words butter 
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no parsnips. Your uncle has dcme all that any 
man " 

'' Done aU ? How dares he say so ? He never even 
advertised for particulars of her marriage, you told 
me that yourself." 

'' Of course not ; how could he ? To have done that 
would have been to cast a slur upon her name/* 

'' Cast a slur, do you say 1 " returned Jack, with all 
his former fierceness. ^' Let me tell you, Miss Martha, 
I won't have such words spoken in my presence. To 
have advertised would have been proof positive to all 
the world that she was wife as well as mother. His 
silence was criminal, for who should have known her 
so well as the brother who professed to be devoted to 
her ? " 

" Your uncle never has doubted the fact of your 
mother's marriage, and he lived for many years in 
the hope that your father would discover himself. 
We all make mistakes, and if we had our time over 
again we should very likely act differently. But there 
is no going back, and no amount of fault-finding will 
alter things. The best you can do is to let bygones be 
bygones, and accept Mr. Bonaldson's offer in the 
spirit in which it is made." 

Jack was again on the hearthrug towering to his full 
height and, with hands crossed and clenched behind 
him, said in low, tense tones, '' I'll break stones on the 
road before I'll touch a penny of his money ! He is a 
liar ! That gravestone is a black and cruel lie ! " 

'' Yes, but think how strangely he was placed. 
Mr. Brotherton gave your mother's name as Jones in 
the certificate of death, though I begged him not to 
do so, and as Jones it was entered in the church 
register. Your imole, under these circumstanoes (for 
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it is open to anyone to constdt these registers), felt 
that it wotdd be wise not to drop the name, for when 
you are at Hurstwick with him people are sure to 
ask you about your father. Come, forget and forgive, 
lad. Don't stand in your own light ; a thousand a 
year is not to be despised, and some nice girl down at 
Hurstwick will " 

" Silence ! " thundered Jack, his brows heavy with 
brooding anger. 

But Martha's patience was exhausted. Springing 
from her seat she exclaimed, " Silence yourself ! I'll 
not be told to hold my tongue in my own house. I'm 
not deceived, let me tell you, by all this fuie talk, 
and I've taken good care Mr. Ronaldson sha'n't be 
deceived. You fancy yourself in love with that chit 
at The Gap, and you pit a girl you know about as 
much of as I know of Greek, against the generosity of 
a man worth five hundred of her ! Let me tell you 
Mr. Ronaldson won't have anything to do with baggage 
of that sort, nor give a penny piece of his money for 
you to waste on gimcracks for her. If you want her, 
you may want the banker's money for ever, for never 
a glint of it will you get till you've turned your back 
on her for good and all. Bah ! Go, I say ! I haven't 
patience even to look at you ! " 

But this contemptuous udjuration, accompanied as 
it was by a wave of the speaker's right hand to the 
door, left Jack unmoved upon the hearthrug. When 
(as he phrased it) the fireworks were over, he added 
insult to injury by quietly inquiring, " Did he give 
you the history of his back-hair. Miss Martha ? " 

For reply the lady cast upon him a glance that would 
have shrivelled the less robust Mary, and lifting the 
lamp from the table she marched from the room. 
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leaving Jack to grope his way to bed in the darkness. 

Late though it was, his mind was too alert as yet 
for sleep. He was furious that his uncle had per- 
mitted himself to doubt for a moment the honour of 
his sister, furious that his own birth had not been 
proclaimed to the whole world, and particularly 
furious was Jack that Ronaldson had erected that 
lying stone above his mother's grave. For, accepting 
as gospel truth the inscription upon it, Jack had told 
Jo., as they had stood this evening beside it together, 
much that now it would be necessary for him to 
contradict. 

Ah, Jo. ! — Jo., with the eyes of heavenly blue, eyes 
so soft and luminous, eyes that could dim with tender 
sympathy, yet dance and flash in mirthful anger ! 
For her, Mr. Ronaldson, the world itself would be 
very well lost. 

That anger of Miss Martha's (as anger so often is) 
had been very informing, and Jack now had no linger- 
ing doubts as to the banker's feelings towards Jo. 
Well, peace be with him, his mysteries, his eccentri- 
cities. Let his money go to whomsoever he might 
choose ; as for Jack, he would have none of it. Merci- 
fully he was not bound to this blunderer, whose faith 
in the sister for whom he had professed a love passing 
the love of women had proved too rickety for him to 
venture, on the strength of it, to advertise for particu- 
lars of her marriage ! An advertisement in the New 
York papers twenty years ago would certainly have 
brought the truth to light ; now other methods would 
have to be used. Such cowardly affection was not 
worth ccdling by the name of love. Jack, with the 
fine scorn and intolerance of youth, could find no 
excuses for it ; his passionate devotion to his mother's 
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memory admitted of no shadow of doubt as to the 
ultimate result of his quest. 

So he found no difficulty in casting off the banker 
and all bis works, and quietly set himself to form plans 
which had for their ultimate object the presenting 
to Jo., with his undying affection, the offer of his true 
surname. For nothing that was false would he ever 
beg her to accept. 

As day dawned he fell asleep, and in dreams he again 
heard that compassionate entreaty peal from the oigan 
in response to Jo.'s touch : " 0, rest in the ZiOrd, wait 
patiently for Him, and He shall give thee thy heart's 
desire ! " 



Chapteb XIII. 

The colour gladdens all your heart; 
You call it heaven, doar» but I — 
Now hope and I are far apart — 

Call it the sky. 
I know that Nature s tears have wet 
The world with sjrmpathy, but you — 
Who know not any sorrow yet — 

Oall it the dow. 
— Albthea Gylbs, frotn "The Dame,^* 

At eight o'clock next morning Jo., a broad-brimmed 
straw hat upon her head, was standing at the top of a 
flight of moss-grown steps in the rear of The Gap, dis- 
pensing com to a company of pigeons as they strutted 
in the paved yard below. Their glossy necks and 
heads gleamed gloriously in the August sunshine, 
and the girl's hair, as her hat slipped back, made a 
golden auriole, from beneath which the deep-blue eyes 
looked out in keen enjoyment of the scene. 

" Do come here, Dads ! " she cried, as she caught 
sight of the carver's form at the back door. "Just 
look at Peter ! Ohl le petit gourmand f And see how 
pouter Jean looks after his little wife ! I shall re- 
christen him Le ModMe, I think. NoUy rum ! AUez- 
vous-en/ Allezrvovs-en ! Venez-ici, venez-id, ma 
petite /^^ she continued, her exhortation addressed 
with much severity to greedy Peter, her invitation, 
couched in tender, encouraging tones, to a timid, non- 
assertive bird who was faring rather badly in the crowd, 
and for whose special benefit she now flung a good 
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handful of maize beyond the margin made by the 
feathered feeders. 

'^ Oh ! but you are stupide, atv/pide I " she exclaimed, 
as the non-assertive creature failed to take advantage 
of the special providence; and with a ^^ Fort bien, 'tis 
your own fault ! " Jo. sprang down the steps and, 
linking her arm within Davenant's, drew him towards 
the moor beyond. 

To reach it they passed a curious looking erection 
composed of twelve stone pillars, six rns-a-visy about 
ten feet high and five feet apart, upon which a wooden, 
well-thatched roof was spread, the sides being open. 
Under the cover afforded oak, pear, cherry and box- 
wood for carving purposes were stored, as well as a 
quantity of firewood — all neatly piled. At the dis- 
tance of a few feet, where the ground shelved down to 
the huge gap in the limestone, ran a small stream, in 
which newly-cut timber lay soaking to get rid of the 
sap and so prevent after-shrinkage. In the grey 
stone walls which surrounded three sides of the yard 
and fenced it off from the moor, the polypodium, the 
foxglove, the tiny English geranium, and the poppy 
found a lodgment and waved their beautiful ensigns 
in glad response to the gentle salute of the morning 
breeze. 

And the colours on the walls were reproduced over 
and over again above the carpet of crimson heather 
summer had spread over the moor. On to this rich 
and gay carpet uncle and niece stepped, steering their 
course towards a huge limestone boulder — a favourite 
perch of Jo.'s. The girl chattered in high glee, the 
loveliness of the morning in her eyes and in her heart 
a well of joy, the source of which was as yet undetected 
by her. 
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" Oh, Dads ! " she cried, " isn't the world a lovely 
thing and our moor the most charming spot in it ? 
But you haven't a button-hole ! How could I have 
forgotten it ! Ah ! these bachelor's buttons will be 
just the thing for a bachelor ; and what a splendour 
of colour they have ! I think I never saw such crimson 
ones on the moor before ; they must have been coquet- 
ting with the heather ! " 

And with a merry laugh the happy girl fixed the 
flowers in her uncle's coat and then stood back to 
judge of the efiEect. 

" Ca ira / " she sang. Then struck by some unde- 
fined but evident difference in her uncle, she said, 
approvingly, " But you do look nice this morning, 
mon cheri ! What have you done to yourself ? It 
can't be the new tie altogether, nor yet the white 
waistcoat." 

" Ei tUy mignonne f Qu^ astuf^^ echoed Davenant, 
his usually dreamy eyes shining with a steady light. 
" You look quite bewitching, yet it can't be altogether 
the new white gown with its sprinkUng of forget-me- 
nots ? " 

" Of course, I look specially nice because to-day is 
my name-day," Jo. answered with a delightful assump- 
tion of sauciness, '' and you have given me just the 
very book I wanted. Can you believe it, though. 
Dads — I .can't; but can you believe that to-day I 
am nineteen ? Now I'm so old I really must be 
grave. Fancy, I go out of my teens to-day ! Isn't it 
sad?" 

And though the girl's voice harmonised with the 
sentiments she enunciated, her look and laugh 
entirely contradicted them. 

'' There's no reason why you should^ ever be sad, 
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my child," remarked Davenant, with conviction; 
" but tell me, now, what you were doing last even- 
mg. 

'' Ah, Dads ! " and Jo. b'fted and shook her fore* 
finger in reproving fashion, '' you were very naughty. 
It is you who must tell me what you were doing. 
Jack and I had such a chase — goose-chase, Eliza caUs 
it — and a very good word, too, I think — after you. 
When we came back from the church Marthe told us 
you had gone to Axmoor, so we went far, far along the 
fields, but no goose — I mean no Dads — could we see. 
Oh ! I was tired, fatigued to death, and when we got 
back still you were not returned, so I sent Jack away 
and went to bed. Tired ? Yes, I was tired. I fell 
asleep at once and never heard you come in." 

''Then you and Jack spent the evening walking 
about," remarked the carver, thoughtfully. Had he 
and Miss Mary been locking the stable door after the 
steed had been stolen ? '' Where did you come upon 
him?" 

The two were now seated on the boulder, Jo. on 
the round, flat top, and Davenant on a lower shelf, 
from which, as he put his last question, he raised his 
eyes to the bright face above him. 

"Why, Dads," and the carver noted with some 
uneasiness the flush which suffused her cheeks as she 
busied herself with his button-hole, " do you know, 
Jack was in the church all the time I was practising, 
and I hadn't the least idea of it ! I thought, of course, 
he would be with Miss Mary. I played ' The Storm * 
and ' O, rest in the Lord ' and the hymn-tunes for to- 
day, and several of the Leider ohne toorte, and when I 
came down I never saw him nor any one. Then I went 
into the churchyard, and while I was standing by 
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the grave looking at the flowers Mary had I^ Jack 
came and stood beside me." 

" Well," said Davenant, " and what then ? " for the 
girl had paused ; some happy memory had evidently 
checked her utterance, for a sweet look was on her face, 
followed quickly by one of eager interest. 

'' Oh ! first I must tell you about the grave and that 
wicked Miss Martha ! I never did like her, and now 
I right down hate her for the cruel trick she played on 
Jack. Would you believe it, she has pretended to 
him ever since he was bom that she didn't know who 
his father was, although she was expressly told by the 
gentleman who came to his mother's funeral that her 
husband's name was Jones. Actually, all these years 
she has kept the truth back from Jack ; she never even 
told him about the gravestone, and when he saw it for 
the first time last evening I really thought he would 
have cried for joy." 

" I can't for the life of me make out what you are 
talking about," observed Davenant. " Do you mean 
to say that the lady whose grave Miss Mary looks 
after was Jack's mother ? " 

Jo. nodded. " I have known that," she said, 
" almost ever since the stone was put there, for I was 
so surprised to see ' Ronaldson ' upon it that I asked 
Miss Mary whether the lady was related to Jack. 
Then she told me, but said I must never tell any one 
until Miss Martha gave permission. But now Jack 
knows he wants all the world to know, and won't he 
be angry with Miss Martha ! You should have seen 
the contempt on his face when he spoke of her. I 
never wish to have anything more to do with her; she is 
as fond of mischief and mystery as a dog is of the sun. 
Jack says so, and he lived with her till he was fourteen." 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 223 

" Miss Martha is not a very nioe person, I grant you, 
Joanne, yet I should never have thought she would 
have gone out of her way to annoy an innocent 
child," remarked the carver, gravely. " Besides, his 
uncle could have set that matter right at any moment." 

" Yes, that's just what he has done by putting this 
stone up ; for, as Jack truly eays, Mr. Ronaldson 
would not have dared to put a downright lie upon a 
grave-stone. He was so happy. Dads, when he saw 
it, and he says he will never call himself Ronaldson 
again. Won't it be strange to have to say Jack 
Jones ? " and the girl laughed merrily as she fanned 
herself with her hat. " All the same, though. Jack 
doesn't like his uncle, and blames him as much as he 
blames Miss Martha," she continued, fully realising 
the importance of her position as raeorUeuse. 

Davenant felt vaguely uneasy and keenly annoyed 
that this queer history should have been thrust upon 
Joanna. He had never troubled himself to inquire into 
Jack's parentage, and had accepted without question 
the statement that Miss Martha tended the grave of 
the lady who had died at Heather's Edge so many 
years ago, because the lady had no near relatives, had 
died, in fact, a stranger among strangers. Dreaming 
over his work, he had neither time nor inclination to 
listen to gossip, and had never connected Jack with 
the lady whose sudden death was now an almost for* 
gotten incident in the neighbourhood. 

On all accounts, it would be better that the intimacy 
between the young people should be broken off ; Mi^ 
Martha must have had good and sufScient reasons for 
her action ; she was no fool. It was not worth while, 
though, to discuss the subject with Joanna ; the 
beat thing he oonld do was to prepare her for the 
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coming separation. Rising to his feet and taking a 
prolonged stretch, he gazed over the moor in per- 
functory fashion. 

^' Come, my child, let us walk," he said ; '' these 
stones are a little damp for you. As for this history 
you have just recounted," he continued, in matteivof- 
fact tones, as, his arm in the girl's, he turned in the 
direction of home, '' it is of no importance to us, and 
you had better put it out of your mind at once. Jack 
will never need to change his name, for his uncle has 
decided to make him his legal son, and heir to all his 
property." 

" But, mem chert, did I not just now tell you that 
Jack doesn't like his uncle ? I'm siu*e he won't go to 
live with him, he told me he wouldn't. Neither 
would I, if he asked me a hundred times. He's never 
taken the trouble, if you can believe it, Dads, even to 
see Jack until this week, and now he pretends a great 
affection for him. * Come,' he says, ' come to me ; I 
am hot, fan me ; I am dull, cheer me ; my back hair is 
in a tangle, get it out ! ' But Jack knows better." 

And the girl's pleasantry crowned itself with 
silvery laughter, while her lovely eyes danced to its 
measure. 



" This is foolish talk," observed the carver, with 
something of severity. "Mr. Ronaldson, as Miss 
Mary would tell you, has a claim upon Jack. He 
placed him at Heather's Edge, and has provided for 
and educated him. It is plainly Jack's duty to go to 
his uncle. Indeed, what else can he do, he has no 
money ? " 

"He is going to break stones on the road before he 
goes to Mr. Ronaldson, he says. You see. Dads, his 
mind is quite made up. He wouldn't live with that 
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diimpanxea follow for anything, he says, and I think 
he's quite right." 

" I know that it is very wtong of Jock to talk bo of 
a man who, however ecoentrio he may look, has done 
a good part by him," said Davenant, didactically. 
" Beodee, chimpanzees haven't hair hanging down 
thdr backs." 

Jo. smiled. " You couldn't call him a lion, Dads ; 
he didn't look a bit like the king of beasta when I 
caught Bight of him OD the cob yesterday." 

" Let me tell you, Joanne, that this is no laughing 
matter. Jack didn't know, when you saw him yestec- 
day, ail &at his uncle is prepared to do for him. Bat 
I know, tor Mr, Bonaldson ttdd me himself. As soen 
as Jaak oomee of age he will settle a thousand a year 
on him." 

" A thousand pounds a year ! " echoed Joantu, 
slowly, her gaze riveted upon her companion. " Why 
does he offer him so much to be his son ? It is like 
bribing." 

"Nothing of the land, my child. Hr. Ronaldnm 
has no children, bat he has a lot of money, and nator- 
ally wishes his sister's son to enjoy it. He told me 
yesterday that Jack is his sole remaining relative. 
He is an uncommonly lucky fellow, and all who ptO' 
fees friwidship for him will rejoice in his good fortune." 

A strange, disagreeable feeling, as of the claws ut 
some wild creature at her heart, held Jo. for a momeani 
sUent, but reoalling Jack's confident words and looks 
of the previous evening, she voitured : " All the some, 
Dads, I don't think he will take this money, and Mr. 
Bonaldson cannot compel him to be his son." 

" If Jack is such an ingrate, such a fool as to refnae 
this offiar, I, for jny part, ahfUl have nothing more to 
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do with him. But it's not worth while to discuss 
such an improbability/' continued the canrer, with 
a finality in his tones that struck his listener chill. 
^^ His duty and his advancement go together, and both 
are equally plain. We, too, have a duty, which, if we 
have the slightest regard for Jack, we shall not fail 
to perform ; if he hesitates we must urge him to accept.'* 

'^ But, Dads," said the girl, wonderingly, that claw- 
like grasp iy>on her heart no whit rdaxed, ^^ why not 
leave him to do as he likes f Why should you mind t '' 

Davenant cleared his throat and vigorously blew 
his nose before replying. *' Because I have a great 
regard for the lad, Jo. ; because I can't stand by and 
see a young man throw away a chance that doesn't 
come to one in a thousand. Supposing he objects, as 
you think he will, and I were to listen, sympathise 
with and support his objections, ten to one in five 
years* time he would turn round and reproach me 
for having done so. Jack is young, and young people, 
though they think they know everything, want saving 
from themsdves. Because I am his friend, because 
I know, too, how greatly his guardian wiU suffer if 
Jack refuses this offer, I shall counsel him to accept 
it, and you, ma petite, must give him the same counsel, 
too." 

Jo., though she scarcely knew what she was fight- 
ing for, would not yet lay down her arms, but her 
final arguments were somewhat lamely presented. 
*^ Jack doesn't care for money at all, and I'm sure he 
would hate to be always idle." 

" He won't be idle, my child. There is the banking 
business he would probably go into, or the University. 
With his uncle's influence, position, and fcMrtune he 
will, no doubt, later on Miter the Senate. Oh, there 
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is a great foture before the lad if he is only wise enough 
to take advantage of his opportunities." 

The two had for some time carried on their oouver- 
sation while leaning against the gate that led from the 
moor into the yard, Jo. making little excursions every 
now and again for a flower that caught her faney, 
though she never went out of range of her companion's 
voice. 

" Hark ! '* she cried, as she stood with her back to 
her uncle, her right hand raised. " Are not those the 
Gladford bells ringing t " So loud, so metallic was the 
clanging in her ears she might well have mistaken it 
for bells beaten, shapen and rung by the hand of man, 

" It is only a little past nine," returned Davenant, 
consulting b^ watch and still speaking in French, as 
he usually did to Joanna. 

" Ah ! I have time then," said the girl. " I want 
a few more flowers for the ealle d manger, and then I 
must go and try on my new gloves." And she ran 
off in the direction of the brook, to reappear in a few 
minutes on the other side of the gate against which 
Davenant still leaned. 

" Segardez, vwn oncle," she cried, gleefully, while 
she di^layed a huge bunch of laif;e-«yed forget-me- 
nots, their lovely colours gaining in depth and clear- 
ness from the background of the girl's white gown. 
Then she ran into the house, talked gaily with old 
Marthe as she arranged the flowers, and at length 
sought her chamber. 

As she crossed its threshold her whole attitude and 
appearance changed. Biy-eyed, she seated herself 
sideways upon a chair, and with an elbow thrown over 
its \mA, supported her cheek upon her hand as she 
Saied away over the motv which half-au-hour ago had 
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1 so lovely. Now it might have been a deaert, 
for one thing alone filled np her vision and that stood 
out Btem and bare and orael — Jack and she were to 
be separated for ever. 



If only he had never returned from Switzerland, if 
only they had not had that talk together last evening, 
tiiat talk which tuLd brought them so close to eadi 
other, it would not have mattered so much. If only 
last Thaisday she had known of this proposal it 
would have been difierent, but now the thought of 
separation was insupportable. 

If Jack accepted this offer she knew quite well that 
he would be cut off completely from all intercourse 
with his old friends, out off man irrevooably, mace 
cruelly than by death itself. 

And yet — and yet ! 

Thought seemed checked for a moment, and the 
girl's heart stood still, for the stem, hard fact at 
which she gazed so sorrowfully was actually moving, 
moving to disclose a Preeence, which all this time it 
had oonoealed, although without it there would have 
been no stem, hard fact at all. 

At the sight the girPs eyes dilated, a gentJe sigh 
escaped from the parted lips, and then, with raised 
head and outstretched arms, she cried in softest tones, 
" My love ! my love ! " 

For now and here for the first time she realised the 
bue significance <^ Jack's looks and tones and w<a6a 
of the previous evening — knew herself beloved. Kis- 
ing, and stiU with ontatietched arms, she walked to 
the window as thotm^ to meet a visible objec^. Bot 
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now her hands were olasped, her eyes lifted to the 
Ghaj blue of the heavens. 8he loved and was be- 
loved ! Ai &a.t knowledge continued to force itself 
iq>on her oonsoioosness, her whole being was thrilled 
tiirough and throngh with its magnetic might, and 
she was fain to sink upon her knees and rest her arms 
upon the window-sill. 

Yes, the moor was indeed charming, the bine of the 
sky deep and tender as a mother's bosom. Jo.'s 
lovely eyes grew soft and luminous as, for a brief 
time, her fair spirit bathed itself in its newly-discovered 
fount of joy, only to spread wing and fly to the Oiver 
of all love. 

Yet three days ago she had ridiculed the idea of a 
lover ! But then she bad no idea that love ooold 
come so swiftly, bo suddenly. It was like a mighty 
eagle bearing her aloft whether she would or no. 

Yet close upon it followed Duty ready to drag it 
down, and even trample it in the dost. Jack's pro- 
spects must not be spoiled nor endangered for love of 
her. Dads had said in plainest words that no one 
having the sli^test regard for Jack's interests would 
give him e/vtai the smallest eucooragement to forego 
the banker's offer. 

What a horrid man that banker was ! Of course, 
he would never think of including Jo., or her uncle in 
his visiting-list ; and Jo. had no desire to be there. 
She fully shared Jack'B aversion for the strange- 
looking individual, but if Jack accepted this offer he 
would have to follow out Mr. Bonaldacm's wishes, and 
mix with his friends. 

She now understood the true significance of Jack's 
reiterated determination last evening that nothing 
dMuld, or ooold, indooe him -to do anything which 
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would involve the loss of the friends and oompanions 
of his boyhood. What ought she to do ! 

She had risen, as though to face the difSioult questicm 
more squarely, but all the time Love was whispering 
to her that Jack would think neither of money, nor 
position, in comparison of her love. It was of no use 
attempting to come to any decision, for every other 
minute her attention was diverted by the recollection 
of some look or word of Jack's ; or some lovely possi- 
bility Hope insisted upon showing her. 

In the midst of her reverie, which had made her 
oblivious of the fact that the bells had been ringing 
for some minutes, a sharp knock at the door was 
followed by the sunmiary entrance of the fat Eliza, 
fully attired for church. 

'^ Laws, Miss Joanner ! " she exclaimed, '' ain't 
yer begun to dress yet ? Yer uncle's a-brushin' his 
hat down below, an's ready to be off." 

'" Ah, Je me dep6che,^^ said Jo., as she ran to her ward- 
robe, from whence she took a hat of black lace with 
sprays of blue convolvulus, a hat, which, spite of its 
simplicity, Lady Miriam Qanfalkland might well have 
envied, so admirably did it set off the lovely face and 
glorious hair. 

Eliza was, however, far too much concerned about 
her own appearance to bestow any consideration upon 
that of her young mistress, for whose attention she in- 
stantly clamoured. 

'' Look y' here. Miss Jo. ! I've come in a purpose 
to show yer me new bodice. You won't have to find 
fault wi' me shape now. Ain't it nice, an' I got it for 
a surprise for yer. Ain't it nice, I say ? " she repeated. 

But as Jo. cast merely a fleeting glance at her, 
while she opened a drawer for the neglected pair of new 
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gloTM, Eliza oontinned, " Oh, yer can't see just 
lookio' like that ! " 

Then planting henelf by the dresBing-table with her 
back to the window and with a touch of impertinence 
in bw manner, she again apostrophiBed her mistrew, 
whose thonghte were otherwhere. 

" I say. Miss Jo., do look jnst f<»' a minute. See, 
I come out here, I go in again bere, and come oat again 
lovely ! Lois, I do hope I sha'n't sneeze." 

It was utterly impossible for Jo. to refrain from 
laughing, and for once Eliza had done her a good turn. 
Jfot when Davenant caught sight of his niece's merry 
face, he concluded he must have been altogether mis- 
taken in supposing she had conceived any deep feding 
for handsome fatherless Jack, 
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I did not take my leave of him, bat had 
Most pretty things to say ; ere I could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain hours 
Such thoughts and such ; or have charged him 
At the sixUi hour of mom, at noon, at midnight. 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him; comes in my father 
And like the tyrannous breathings of the north 
Shakes all my buds from growing. 

OYMBSLDfE. 

Thb change in her uncle which, on the moor, Jo. had 
dimly apprehended, must have betrayed its raison 
ffUre long before the two had arrived at church, had 
not the girl been so desirous to conceal her newly- 
discovered joy and sorrow. 

The Davenant of a week ago had vanished, and in 
place of that dreamer and worker-out of dreams was 
a man whose every movement this Sunday morning 
proclaimed the alert, responsible being. The sense 
of protectiveness which only yesterday's interview 
with Mary Barnard had thoroughly developed, was 
now in active exercise in regard to her as well as Jo. 

This was evident when, at the close of the morning 
service he exchanged a few words with the former, 
and turning to Jack, who stood beside her, said, 
" You are coming to lunch with me ? Good ; but 
oblige me by taking Miss Mary as far as ' The Cross 
Fingers.' Jo. is sure to be a few minutes longer, and 
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you will reaoh The Gap aoroaa t^e fields almost as 
BOon as we do." 

The reqaeat Bnrprised the young man, but he w«it 
ofi with a good grace and felt nrwarded by Jo.'b br^t 
smile when he caught up the pair ; while Davenant 
congratulated himself that he had prevented the young 
people having been seen tt^ther by either the vil- 
lagers or the visitors at the Grange. 

Jack had not forgotten Jo.'s name-day, and in her 
uncle's presenoe presented his small gift, a tiny prayeis 
book, upcHi the fly-leaf of which was written " Jo. — 
from Jack." The carver thought it wiser to talm 
no notice of the matter ; what he intended to say to 
the young man later on would be too plain for its 
significance to be ignored. 

And the wind was unexpectedly taken out <^ the 
sails of Jack's offering by the fat Eliza, who, after the 
three were seated at table, presented her mistrsBB 
with a ball of blue-grey fur, over which Jo. imme- 
diately fell into ecstaoies. 

" Oh, you darting ! " cried the happy reoipient, as 
the blue-grey ball uncurled iteelf aud a lovely Persian 
kitten stretched fore-paws and jaws in the style of the 
best English pussydom. 

" For yer bnthday. Hiss Joanner ; yer said you'd 
like one, so I begged it of Mrs. Smith, the coachman's 
wife down at the Grange." 

" Thank you so much, Eliza. There, aiseyez vous 
done minette t " 

But Jack wished the kitten at Jericho, for Jo., 
apparently, had neither eyes nor ears for any other 
body or thing, while iDavenant kept up a tireeome 
monologue on Swiss carving. What with the kitten 
on <Hie hand and carving on the other, poor Jack 
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felt himself cruelly used, and thankful, when» ihe meal 
concluded, an adjournment was made to the summer- 
house. Davenant had expended much artistic skill 
upon the place, the shadowed interior of which was 
now brightened by dishes of ripe raspberries and straw- 
berries upon the rustic table. 

Jack and Jo. were soon engaged in a hand-to*hand 
tussle over the kitten, who, serpent-like, had followed 
its mistress into this Eden, when Davenant startled 
them both by saying, '' I have a confession to make.'' 

His listeners r^arded him with unfeigned aston- 
ishment, while a whimsical smile for a moment held 
his lips from further speech. Then, having filled the 
pipe upon which his fingers had been busy, he said 
with commendable brevity, ''I'm going to be 
married ! " 

'' Oh, you lovely man ! " cried Jo., springing to his 
side, while puss, to save herself from an ignominious 
fall, hung on by her claws to Jack until she had ob- 
tained sufficient purchase for a flying vault. '' I 
couldn't imagine what it was that had changed you 
so. So that's where you were last night when we 
went that goose-chase ! Now, when will Miss Mary 
come ? " 

'' Miss Mary ? " echoed Jack, '* and she never said 
a word to me about it ! " 

*' No, for Miss Martha has yet to be told," remarked 
the carver, grimly. Then Joanna opened u{>on the 
affianced man such a fire of questions that he almost 
lost his equanimity, while Jack would so gladly have 
changed places with him, for the girl's hand was upon 
her uncle's arm, her lovely eyes dancing with mis- 
chief as they tried to read his very soul. 

''Come, come, that's enough, Jo., quite enough! 
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Now, Jack, let me hear what yon had to tell me, for 
I mnst go to Heather's Edge after tea." 

" Poor Dads ! I do pity you from the very bottom 
of my heart," said Joanne, as, without casting so 
much as a glanoe at Jack, she strolled out of the 
Bummer-hoDse and down the garden-path, from whence 
her voice was presently wafted as b!m called in coaxing 
tones, " Minette, minette I " 

Jack was somewhat embarrassed by the carver's 
sudden demand. To be called " to statu] and deliver " 
one's hopes and fears as though they could be pro- 
duced as eaaUy as a watch or coin from some outside 
pocket, stmck him as an unfeeling request. There 
was, however, no time to be lost, and without pausing 
to arrange his confidences in anything like sequential 
order, he said, " I've quarrelled with Miss Barnard, 
I've thrown over Mr. Bonaldson, and I'm leaving 
Heather's Edge in a few hours' time ! " 

Ttas brief summary of past and coming actions 
was followed by iha hurling of a newly-lit cigarette 
into Uie Gap, to the side of which the summer house 
clung. " The fact is, sir," continued the young man, 
looking straightly at his elder, " I am going to finish 
the work my imele, Mr. Bonaldson, ought to have 
completed twenty years ago. To-morrow I'm ofi to 
seek for my father." 

" But, my dear fellow, I thought — didn't Joanne 
tell me that ! " commenced Davenant. 

" Yes ; last evening when I saw Joanne, I believed 
the story — I ought to say the lie — my uncle has had 
placed above my mother's grave. Nay, I am not 
wrong in so desoibing it, sir " (for the carver's look 
was a reprimand), " aa I have it direct from Mr. Ronald- 
son, conveyed and supported by Miss Barnard, that 



236 AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 

the name Jones is not, and was not, and could nover 
have been, my mother's. That being so, my first 
business, for my mother's sake, is todtooover her 
husband's name, and plaoe it where the false one 
stands." 

''Let us get down to the g^en," said tiiie oarrer, 
" we shall not be disturbed there, and I confess that I 
don't in the least understand what you are talking 
about. You must know that yesterday your uncle 
called here, and was in hi^ spirits at the prospect ot 
having you shortly with him at Hurstwick. He told 
me, indeed, that he intended to make you his legal 
son and heir, and settle a thousand a year on you." 

Jack's lips curved scornfully, while Davenant awaited 
his explanation. 

''I'll have nothing to do either with him or his 
money." And with flashing eyes came the statemrait, 
unanswerable in the speaker's opinion, as an argu- 
ment against further intercourse with the banker. 
"He was afraid — afraid, you understand — ^to adver- 
tise for particulars of my mother's marriage. It 
was not merely cowardly, but criminal n^lect. I'll 
not be unfair, though. You shall hear the -v^ole 
story as he gave it to Miss Barnard yesterday morning, 
commissioning her to detail it to me. I suppose he 
was afraid of my reproaches. Coward ! " 

The two were pacing up and down a strip of green- 
sward which meandered between two miniature 
forests of birch and fir. The sun was high, but a 
pleasant breeze stirred the trees and brought r^re^- 
ment to the heated brow of the young man. Daven- 
ant, in his growing interest in the recital, paused in his 
walk, and both men stood rooted to the ground until 
it was fim'shed. 
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" YoQ oannot, you d&re not, tell me, air, titat this 
man — ^my uncle, mind you, the only brother of my 
motiier, has ihe ghoet of a claim upon either my 
companionship or affection i Why, he never cared 
to Bet eyes on me till last week I " 

" I most tell you, Jack," explained Davenan^ 
teeuming his walk, " that when Sir. Bonaldson told 
me of his plans for you yesterday, I made up my mind 
to quarrel with you if you refused to carry t^em out. 
But " 

" But now you have heard my views on the ques- 
tion," interposed the younger man, witii more cheer- 
fulness than he had manifested throughout the con- 
versation, " now you are ready to give me your blessing, 
and a ' God speed you.' Is it not so ? " 

" I hardly think I can go so far as that, my lad," 
returned Ihtvenant, slowly, as though weighing his 
words. " I cannot see how you are to succeed where 
your imole failed ; neither do I for one moment believe 
that your father stiU lives. I recognise your goodness 
of heart in the endeavour you propose to make with 
the object of establishing your mother's honour but^ 
so far as I am able to judge, her honour is not, nor 
has it ever been jeopardised, since she was buried 
in the name of Jones, and that name now rests as hen 
above her grave." 

" But that name is not hers. Oh, air," and ihe 
carver looked with admiring wonder at the handsome, . 
earnest young face of the boy who believed so firmly not 
only in his mother's honour, but in his ability to prove it, 
' ' do yon not see that until I have discovered my father, 
I, myself, am nameless ; that I have no name to ofier 
Joonne, for love <A. whom I am ready to lay down my 
life 1 No, no I I must seek, and seek qntil I find ! " 
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'' Come, Jack ; leave Joanne out of this question, 
please ; whatever plans you make let none be founded 
on the hope of marriage with her. She is. but a child, 
and with no thought of love or lovers, so I forbid you 
to speak to her of your affection, or to tell her this 
strange story of your parentage. Let her believe, 
as she does, that your mother's name was Jones. 
60 on this quest of yours, if you are so minded, but 
do nothing without full consideration. If you decide 
to go, remember, I wish to hear nothing from you for 
full five years, or at least, until you have discovered 
your father.'* 

" Meanwhile, sir," implored the young man, deeply 
agitated, ^' she may forget me." 

" She may or she may not. I tell you. Jack, I 
won't have her bound ; so there's an end of the matter. 
Joanne is not a girl to forget her friends, but it is better 
for both of you that you should neither hear of nor 
see each other for some time to come. You know I 
like you, lad, and no lad better, but believe me, how 
ever hard you may find it now to stand alone, in the 
end you will be glad to be able to say, ' This did I of 
myself ; no one persuaded me.' Come, pull yourself 
together. Jack, and let us get back ; Joanne wiU 
wonder what has become of us." 

And from this decision Daven€uit would not budge. 

But Joanne was wondering greatly what had come 
to herself. How was it, that though her heart ached 
with the longing to show Jack how terrible was the 
prospect of the separation he had hinted at as being 
so near of realisation, she laughed and talked like a 
creature without ordinary sensibility ? 

As the two men came up the garden path, she was 
standing on the step of tiie porch, and when they drew 
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nearer ahe plucked the orimson roses as they climbed 
about her, and pelted them both therewith, while she 
remained apparraitly oblivious of the eagerness with 
'which Jack caught and reverently preserved the lovely 
Uooms. 

Tea had been set in the shade cast by the gables, 
and when the three were seated (Jo., bantering her 
company upon their fondness for each other's aooiety), 
the carver said, " What have you been doing with 
yourself, mon eafoTit f " 

" IVe been breaking the joyful news of Mary's 
advent to JUarthe and Eliza. Marthe is very glad, but 
Eliza said — oh, but Eliza is a droll creature " 

" What thinkest thou, mon enfant" interposed the 
carver, by no means desirous to hear what the fat 
Eliza thought of his prospective marriage, " this fellow 
here had an offer of a thousand a year for life last 
night, yet he coolly refuses it as though it were a 
pottle of cranberriee ! " 

" Vraiment I Are you then so rich, Jack ? " 

" No, no ; but you see this money had conditi<Mis 
tacked to it, one of which was " 

" Very easy conditions, let me tell you," interposed 
Davenant. " However, he prefers to have his own 
way, and all we can do is just to bid him good luck." 

" You refuse this money t " cried the giri, her brows 
puckered as though such a probability were nigh 
inconceivable. 

" It Itake this money I must lose myfriends, Jo.," 
and the look that accompanied the young man's 
words was more informing than any speech ; but the 
girl was apparently oblivious of it. 

Shrugging her shoulders she said, " Well, I won't 
meddle in the mattw. If I had t^ oflet of a thousand 
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a year I should just pop down on my knees, and say, 
* Let dogs delight to bark and bite/ 1 should be so grate- 
ful. But ok I Dads, I can't get the thought out of my 
head that Mary is coming. I'm just dying to have 
her ! I shall have to go with you on the honeymoon, 
you know ; you won't be able to get rid of me, for I 
shall stick like a burr, part of me on you, and part of 
me on Mary. And won't I tease you both ! " 

So the girl rattled on, as though the momentous 
decision Jack had taken was not worth a second 
thought. All the interest she had manifested in 
his doings only twenty-four hours ago had vanished 
as completely as though it had never had any existence. 
The young man was pained and puzzled, yet he found 
his love adorable, even when she put salt in his tea, 
and burnt his hand with the hot spoon she had secretly 
prepared for that purpose. 

The meal concluded, Davenant went indoors to 
wash his hands preparatory to his visit to Heather's 
Edge, whither Jack was to accompany him as far as 
"" The Cross Fingers." Thence the young man would 
make for Oladford Rise Station to inquire about his 
train. Jo., unable to remain quiet for an instant, 
dashed after the kitten, as it made a false start after 
the carver, but when it sought shelter beneath a goose- 
berry bush the girl was brought to a standstill. 

Jack, realising how precious and fleeting were the 
moments that remained to them, said with tender 
reproach, ''This will be a long ' Goodbye,' I fear, Jo. ; 
for me it will be an eternity. But you won't forget me," 
he continued, imploringly. 

Joanne! 8 face visibly paled, but her glance falling 
on a thin, red mark, which zigzagged down the back 
of his left hand, she utterly ignored his i^peal, as 
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she oried in tones in which flippancy and interest 
vere equally mingled, " Why, what have yon done to 
yonraelf ! That's Minette's doings, I'm saie ! FU 
ponish her ! " And away flew the girl to seize tiM 
culprit kitten, which, onoonsciooB of impending 
evil, had emerged from beneath the gooeebOTry hvak, 
and was calmly and diligently washing its face in the 
middle of the pat^. 

" How dared yon treat a friend so basely, a friend 
you'll never see fen- ages 1 " asked Jo., of t^ now 
frightened creature she was holding out at arm's 
length, her fingers firmly gripped beneath its foie- 
paws. "You'll be sorry for your cruelly when he's 
gone. Tell him you're sorry at once, lltere ! That 
will teach you to behave properly in future I Ah 1 " 

" Oh, Jo. ! she has scratched you too 1 What a 
spiteful littie beast she must be ! Here, have my 
handkerchief." 

And while Jo. with a grim smile observed, "She 
thought I wanted punishing, I suppose. Well, we 
each have a wound now," Jack reverently stanched 
the crimson drops that oozed from the smaU white 
hand, and carried the stained handkerchief away 
with the crimson roses as part and parcel of Joanne*< 
very self. 

But Davenant's voice was heard calling the young 
man, and with an " Au revoir, Jack ! My best love 
to Mary ! " Joanne scarcely waited till the men were 
out of si^t ere she fled to ihe glen ; where, for the 
hour that remained before the evening service she 
paced up and down wondering what manner of creatine 
she could be. 

" He thinks I do not love him," she murmured. 
*' He believes each word I said. Ah I how could I, 
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how oould I act as I did ? I believe I could be a great 
actress if I tried. I'm sure I deceived Dads." And 
then she fell to weeping. To have found him, only 
to lose him ! And it was not until her fingers were 
ui>on the organ keys that her heart was in any degree 
lightened of its burden of self-reproach and appre- 
hension. 

And she never guessed that, in reqK>nse to Jack's 
mlent call, her heart had leapt to her eyes in the moment 
of parting, and that he knew himself beloved. 



Chafteb XV. 

For she had a tongoe with a tang. 

The Tempesi. 

It was shortly after Jack went to Switzerland tha 
Jo. had begged Mr. Cartwright to teach her to pla^ 
the organ, and in an incredibly short space of tim< 
the pupil bid fair to surpass her master. As he 
muscular powers developed she lost nothing of tha 
delicacy, that sympathetic treatment which gave t 
her sketches their chief charm. But on this Sunda; 
evening, so eventful to the inmates of Heather's Edg 
and The Gap, there was no hint of sympathetic treat 
ment, no suggestion even of a player. The organ itsel 
had vanished, and in its stead the voice of a sou 
thrilled and throbbed through and above the aisle 
till it reached the footstool of the Throne itself. I 
was the chorus from Athalie '^ Promised joys 
menaced woes," and as the voice, now hopeful, no^ 
despairing, rose and fell in impassioned tones, al 
present felt the tension as well as the relief when 
soft and clear as an angel's voice, rang out the Va: 
humana of the soprano — 

These cries of doubt forbear ! 
Our God will niake all clear. 

And following it, the triple harmony of the teeUei 
expanded into the fuU, convincing chorus. 

Hearts feel that bve Thee 
Nought can distarb their rest. 

MS 
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And so Jo. eased her heart, and Miss Mary, too, 
was comforted. Poor woman ! She had, indeed, 
had a hard time ever since she left her bedroom in the 
morning and her dreams of coming joy. Martha, 
who rarely went to church in the height of summer, 
yet more rarely regarded Sunday as an occasion for 
late rising. But on this particular morning, overcome 
by fatigue and petulance consequent upon her fruitless 
efforts to shape the destinies of Jack and Mary to her 
own pattern, she decided to remain in bed until 
the dinner hour. She still beUeved that she had wrong- 
fqlly accused her sister of meeting Davenant, for her 
sleepiness on retiring after her stormy interview with 
Jack, and her shortsightedness this morning, had 
prevented her seeing the modest little note affixed 
to the pin-cushion. When Mary entered with tea 
and toast Martha pretended to be asleep, and Mary 
had no difficulty in removing the missive as she left 
the room on tip-toe. " Surely ,'' she silently argued, " I 
may as well give Martha a verbal message from Martin 
when I return from church ; she is so very angry 
now, I do believe she would have a fit if she knew I 
had seen him yesterday." 

As it was, the message Mary gave at dinner, that 
Davenant wanted to see Miss Martha and would call 
for that purpose early in the evening, sounded quite 
natural to its recipient, and gave her a grim kind of 
pleasure. '' He wants to see mCy now ! Hum ! He 
shall hear my mind on several matters ! But what 
ails you ? You look as white as a sheet ! " 

'' Oh, sister ; I'm so upset. Jack has been telling 
me all about the talk he had with you last night. He 
talks of leaving us to-morrow, perhaps to-night." 
And Mary was so overcome by conflicting emotions 
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that she buried her face in her handkerchief to hido 
her tears and stifle her sobs. 

" Well, yon and Martin Davenant between yon 
have bem the lad's undoing," remarked Miss Barnard, 
cuttingly. '^ Davenant wants him for Jo., as I knew 
he would. If he hadn't got some plan in his head 
to entrap the boy he would never have asked him to 
The G)ap to-day, Jo.'s at the bottom of Jaok'a obstin- 
acy, and I took oare to tell Mr. Bonaldson so. Between 
yon aU you've ruined the lad's future. I've told him 
his dnty plain enough, and now I wash my hands <^ 
him." 

" But don't yoQ think, sister, that it is a little too 
maoh to ask Jack to give up aU his friends for a man 
who has never taken the least notice of him since be 
was bom, and whom he was brought np to " 

" Now, now, be quiet," interposed Martha, in 
warning tones. " Yoa're going to blame me, as usual ; 
but I'll not have it. Eat your dinner, and leave Jack 
and his oonoems alone." 

Mary met Davenant at the garden gate as she was 
setting out for church in the evening, and had jnst 
time to say, shyly, " Martha knows nothing about 
our talk last night, nor even that I saw you ; please 
don't tell her. She's going to be very angry with yon 
because Jack won't go to his ancle. Bnt I mustn't 
stop," 

Martha was evidently getting impatient, for she 
was now standing upon the doorstep with mach the 
same look upon her physii^omy as that assumed 
by the spider when he invited the fly into his contracting 
parlour. But Davenant felt himself equal to the occa- 
sion, and cleverly concealed his tang froid under the 
gay covering of cordiality. 
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He commenced the interview by saying how greatly 
he regretted Jack's determination to have nothing to 
do with his unde. 

'* I should not have asked him to take lunch with 
me to-day had he not expressed the wish to have some 
talk with me. I like the lad, mind you, Miss Barnard, 
but I think him foolish to throw away this good fortune. 
If he persists in doing so I have told him I shall prefer 
to hear nothing of or from him, at least for some time 
to come." 

'' Quite right, Mr. Davenant ; you are quite right. 
I'm afraid," continued the lady, with an apologetic 
laugh, 'Hhat I was ready to misjudge you when I 
heard you had invited the young man to lunch to-day. 
I really fear a dreamy person, and such I know you 
to be. Dreamers let things drift, and drift, and then, 
as the saying is, there's the devil to pay ! " 

^^ I am afraid, Madame^ " returned the carver with 
great politeness, *' that I have been somewhat of a 
dreamer, but hope that now I am awake, wide awake, 
as you English say, and that I will not go to sleep any 
more ! " 

And the two laughed affably together, Martha de- 
lighted to find her companion so agreeable. But his 
next words brought her figure to attention, and caused 
her curved lips to harden into straight lines. 

'^ I beg of you now a great favour. Miss Barnard ; 
it is that you accord me your approval to my pajring 
my addresses to your sister. Miss Mary. I know, of 
course," he continued, diplomatically, '' that she is of 
an age to decide for hersdU, yet I should be glad to 
have your sanction and approval of my suit." 

For a scarcely appreciable moment there was silence 
in the room, and t^en Martha observed, an aoidity in 
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her tones she vainly tried to secrete, '^ I suppose yon 
have discovered, Mr. Davenant, that Miss Joanna 
requires a chaperone f " 

The carver bowed pleasantly. What a woman this 
was for intuitions ! 

'' Without a doubt, Madame^ Jo. will be much 
happier with a lady for companion, but I have myself a 
high esteem, I may say a great affection, for Miss Mary/* 

'' Ha ! '' interrupted Martha, still holdfaig herself 
well in hand. " You know we have a proverb, * No 
fool like the old fool.' " 

'' Mees Barnard ! I b^ you will not be hard on a poor 
bachelor. You have, too, another proverb is it not — 
' Never too late to mend.' % " And the Frenchman 
laughed so heartily at his opportune quotation that 
Martha was compdled to laugh, too. 

But she had not yet done with the man, and if he 
had expected to plane off her many angles by dexterous 
compliments he was destined to find himself mistaken. 

'' You must understand, sir," she remarked, as the 
easily-roused laughter fell into silence, '^that that 
proverb refers only to things that can be mended. 
Some things it is impossible to repair — I should say, 
rather, to undo ; you recognise that ? " 

But the carver, albeit dimly, recognised only that a 
trap had been set to catch him unawares, and though 
puiuded, was silent. What could the woman be driving at ? 

** Ah ! you will not help me, I see," continued Martha, 
'' so I must speak plainly. There is one matter which 
I must have satisfactorily explained before I can con- 
sent to your paying your addresses to Mary." 

StiU silence cm the part of the carver, so, siter a slight 
pause and a little apologetic cough, Martha proceeded : 

'' There is Miss Joanna." 
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'' Ah, Jo ! yes, yes I " interrapted Davenant, im- 
mensely relieved ; ^^ she will make no trouble for Miss 
Mary, she will only be too happy to weloome her, to 
have her company always." 

" Excuse me, sir,'* returned Martha, drily (she did 
not appreciate this tribute to Mary's popularity), 
'' I have not the slightest doubt as to Mias Jo.'s de^re 
to have Mary's companionship, nor of the b^iefits 
which would accrue to the girl therefrom ; the matter 
I referred to is of far greater moment. It is not pleas- 
ant for an unmarried lady, as I am, to have to go into 
these questions, but I have a duty to Mary, as well as 
to our family, to perform, and I am not one to shirk 
duty, however disagreeable I may find it. So I ask 
you to be good enough to inform me of the exact — 
the exact, I repeat — ^relationship between yourself and 
Miss Joanna." 

*' Mon Dieu I " cried Davenant, his fair speeches put 
to instant flight by this unexpected attack. Rising 
to his feet, his hands spread out, his body bending, 
swaying as it had not bent or swayed since his first 
coming to England, he poured forth a complete vocabu- 
lary of the French language. 

A supercilious smile curved the lips of Martha 
Barnard as she sat erect during this performance of 
French antics, as she afterwards described the carver's 
movements. How she revelled in her power to reduce 
men to puppets^ and then make the puppets dance to 
her measure ! 

As Davenant at length concluded his harangue with an 
emphatic '' voild totU I " Martha mer^y shook her head. 

Then, withdrawing the supercilious smile, she 
observed, in her driest tones, '' This is all very fine 
that you have been saying, I doubt not, Mr. Davenant, 
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bat I kn<nr nothing d French, and will, therefore, 
trouble yon, if it is an ezi^anation yoa were giving 
me, to put it into English. If it was only an ezouse, 
I should prefer not to have it translated. In which 
case yoQ will nndentand that I shall never give my 
ooneent to yonr having anytdiing to do with Mary.'* 

" Pardonne, Madame," said the carver, with sodden 
oalnmees, " in my great surprise at your questitm I 
foiget that yon know not French. I will now say to 
you these facts in Elnglish. Jo. is my niece, that is 
to say, the daughter of my only niece, and leet yon 
should atill have any fear that such is not the case, 
to-morrow I shall bring yoa the — certificate, yon call 
it ?— ol her birth. But this I told yoa twelve, neariy 
thirteen years ago, when I come first to The Gap." 

" But if yonr niece— we should say great-niece — 
why does she always call you Dad f " was Martha's 
next query — she wasn't one to leave a stone, however 
small, ontomed. 

" Ah," retnmed Davenant, " that is for her only ft 
little, what you call pet name. Her father was En^ish 
like her mother, and he taught her when a baby to use 
the English word ' daddy,* and when he died, before 
she was three years old, she looked on me as her ' Dad,* 
and has never left off using the word." 

" Yoa say her father was an EDgUshman, wby, 
then, is she called Davenant ? " continued Miss 
Barnard, determined not to let her victim go until (dl 
doubtful matter was cleared away. 

" Ah," said Davenant, in deprecatory tones, '* tiiat 
has perhaps been foolish, bat I had not thought hann 
could come oS it. She never liked her own name, and 
always as a child called herself Joannt DaveiunU, so 
when she came to England I foneaw no zeaatm, m 
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objection to her still using my name. Now, though, 
since you speak of it, I see it was not perhaps wise. 
However, to-morrow I shall bring you not only the 
birth certificate of Joanne^ but that also of the marriage 
of her parents. Had she some English relations, then 
I would have said ' keep your own name,' but they are 
all dead. Now you see, voUd tout I " 

'' I am bound to tell you, Mr. Davenant, that you 
have acted very foolishly, certainly most thought- 
lessly, in this matter," said Martha, primly. '' Of 
course, I beUeve what you have told me, yet I think 
it will be wise for you to let me see the certificates as 
you propose. I shall then be in a position to speak 
with accuracy on l^e subject if questions are put to 
me, as doubtless they will be. Now, with regard to 
Mary, I have alwajrs told her that I would never 
prevent her marrying, so she can do as she likes. I 
fancy you will find her an easy conquest." 

And again the supercilious smile curved the lady's 
lips. Yet she was not altogether displeased. To have 
brought Davenant to acknowledge that he had in any 
way acted foolishly added considerably to Miss 
Barnard's already considerable stock of self-esteem, 
and so paved the way for a less unpleasant interview 
with Mary than the latter had dared to expect. Besides, 
though Davenant was utterly unconscious oi the fact, 
his inquisitor had very cleverly compelled him to 
place an important piece of information in her hands, 
information which she had apparently desired solely 
in the interests of virtue and her sister. " Just as I 
thought," she remarked aoUo voce, a few evenings later, 
when the promised certificates were before her ; '' the 
giri's a mere nobody, and now I've got black and white 
to support my statement to Mr. Ronaldson." 



Chapter XVI. 

My son, my son ! I cannot speak the rest ; 
Ye that have sons alone can know my fondness, 
Ye that have lost them, or who fear to lose. 
None else can guess them. 

H. More. 

The June following young Jack's departure from 
Heather's Edge found his guardian in Hurstwick after 
an absence of months spent in aimless travel. He 
knew nothing of his nephew's whereabouts, and this 
ignorance, coupled with the young fellow's hostile 
determination to render himself independent of his 
uncle, placed the latter in an unpleasant as well as 
painful position. True, he had said nothing in Hurst- 
wick of his intention to adopt his sister's son, but all 
his plans, for at least the past two years, had centred 
in that resolve erf his to acknowledge the relationship 
and enjoy the companionship of one so closely bound 
to him by blood. The new place he was building a 
mile or so outside Hurstwick was still unfinished, the 
contractors unable to fulfil their engagements for lack 
of definite orders. Such and such rooms were to have 
been devoted to Jack's use, furnished and decorated 
as he himself might desire. 

To avoid explanations and inquiries, Ronaldson had 
absented himself as much as possible from the town, 
and tiiough recalled now by some business matter, he 
had planned to leave for Norway in a day or two. 

As far as he knew, no one excepting thoee ooooemed 

sn ^^ 
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with the business he had returned to negotiate was 
aware of his presence in Hurstwick at Uub moment. 
He was, therefore, extremely surprised, when seated 
at breakfast on the morning he had fixed to set oat 
for Norway, to receive a brief note from the Marquis 
of Pierhampton, b^;ging him to proceed to the Abbey 
at once as he had matters of the greatest importance 
to lay before him. 

Now, Bonaldson had always avoided anything like 
intimacy with his lordship, even ^en, as had fre- 
quently happened of late years, the two had served 
side by side on the same council or committee. His 
attitude towards Jim's father had never advanced 
beyond the most distant courtesy, and tiiis for Jim's 
sake. For though Tom never ceased to blame himsdf 
for his share in an act which had banished and pro- 
bably brought about the death of his frioMl, he con- 
sidered the treatment of Jim by the Marquis as beyond 
the range either of vindication or forgiveness. 

Yet there was no denying that the old man had been 
grievously punished, and with all Ronaldson's bitter- 
ness a very real pity for him was mingled. His eldest 
son bad died childless nearly a year ago, his second 
and only remaining son was also childless and in such 
a precarious state of health — ^brought on by excesses — 
that his life was not worth " a year's purchase." So, 
in a desolate old age, the nobleman had to face the 
distressing fact that the Marquisate, for so many 
centuries held by the Warner family, must pass ere 
lox^ to a distant branch, and the name of Warner be 
known in connection with it no more. 

Was he contemplatix^ destroying tiie entail, or did 
he wish to negotiate a loan ! That the Pierliamptcm 
property had suffered through the extravagances of 
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the two SODS was a matter of general knowledge. It 
was just possible the Marquis might only be wishing 
to consult him about some private matter connected 
with the late Earl Towermains. The present Earl 
banked elsewhere. 

But conjecture was merely waste oi thought ; soon 
Bonaldson would hear what the business was. So 
hastily finishing his breakfast, he lost no time in 
setting out for the Abbey. 

St. Mary's chimes were ringing the hour of nine 
as he stepped on to the broad, flagged High Street 
of ''sleepy old Hurstwick," and a pleasant stir of 
bustle mingled with the sweet freshness of the summer 
atmosphere, for it was market day. Bonaldson's 
house stood on the key-stone oi the hill^ up and 
down which the fine street stretched, terminating 
in either direction in a double massive stone gateway. 
These, formerly entrances to the ancient feudal town, 
are each crowned with tower and churchy differing 
in style of architecture as well as age. 

The scene this June morning was, indeed, beautiful. 
The sun, like a happy memory, was shedding his 
radiance athwart and through the double archways 
towards the east, and touching with t^ider caress 
the old oaken joists which gave to so many of the 
houses their special claim to age and admiration. 
Sunlight illtimined the little chapel of the quaint 
hospital founded by Elizabeth's favourite Leycester, 
TttA^ing the numerous shields and coats of arms adorn- 
ing the quadrangle as radiant as though ike painter's 
hand had but newly left them. 

As Tom Bonaldson hurried down Jewry Street, on 
his way to the Abbey, his thoughts harked back to the 
occasion of his last visit there. . For. a brief moment 
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the ^orioiis June sunshine meiges into soft, olear 
moonlight, and Tom is again in the grades of Fering- 
ham Wood, as on that eyentful morning more than 
Hiirty years before. How everything has changed 
since then, not merely his own life, bat the life of the 
town itself ! For Tom recalls scenes and doings 
which were but the preface to that series of events 
which ended in the banishm^it and death of the young 
Lord James Bagshot Warner. 

In those, so-called, ^' good old days " of thirty years 
ago, when he and Tom were up with their company 
for the seven days' annual training (which was deemed 
all-sufficient for the members of the county Yeomanry 
Cavalry), the inhabitants of '* sleepy old Hurstwick " 
were kept very wide awake, inconveniently and un- 
pleasantly wide awake ; indeed, they were scarcely 
permitted to indulge in the orthodox nightly snooze. 

Till the early morning hours the respectable streets, 
sacred throughout the rest of the year to the tread of 
the half-dozen '' Peelers " who constituted the borough 
police force, were scandalised by the rude awakening 
of echoes, which startled and alarmed the inmates 
of the antique dwellings. 

Parties of young officers paraded the road-ways arm 
in arm, giving indubitable proof of their soundness 
of lung by the hoarse laughs, coarse jokes and ribald 
songs that rang out upon the night air. Not satisfied 
with a tour of the borough, these embryo defenders 
of their country became an attacking party. Knockers 
and bells, which ill-advised Hurstwickians had con- 
fidingly left to perform their usual office, were stormed 
and taken. '' Peal after peal gave token " that a dozen 
bells were in the grasp ol as many hands, and eie the 
sounds thus evoked could dte away, a dozen mote bells 
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were laid under contribution to produce music for 
these individuals, whose taste for nodumea of this 
particular style appeared insatiable. 

Then they would evince an uncontrollable desire 
to raise themselves above their surroundings, and 
many were the bets lost and won as to the ability of 
each, and all, to scale the borough lamp-poSts, and 
extinguish the faint light they carried. Yes, those 
''good old days," when Bonaldson and his friends 
were in the hey-day of youth and folly, were of a past 
that could never return, and though here and there 
an old country nobleman might deplore the extincti<»i 
of the wild spirit of a dead and gone generation, 
the modem Hurstwickian rejoiced in the certainty 
of peaceful nights^ undisturbed slumbers, and whole 
knockers and beU-pulls. 

How the old memories crowded upon the banker 
as he made his way up the beautiful drive leading to 
the Abbey ! But he resolutely drove them away when, 
in response to his knock at the great oaken door, he 
was at once shown into the presence of the Marquis. 

That the matter upon which he had been summoned 
was of no ordinary nature was evident to Tom as 
soon as his glance fell upon the nobleman. His fine 
and usually immobile features were no longer under 
their ordinary control ; a faint twitching of the lips 
and eyebrows indicated the presence of high nervous 
excitation, but excitation whose full strength, if not 
already expended, was for the time being suppressed. 
To add to the importance of the situation Skelton, 
his lordship's family lawyer, was seen to be hurriedly 
leaving by an opposite door as Tom was ushered in. 

Maintaining his ordinary attitude of courteous 
reserve, he advanced towards the table at which his 
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lordship was seated, but was astonished to see the old 
man rise to meet and greet him. Never before had the 
Marquis attempted to pass the barrier Tom had erected, 
but when to grave cordiality reproach was addedt 
Tom could only be silent and await explanations. 

^'Ah, sir," the Marquis was sajring, his tones and 
manner alike sad and weighty, '* if only you had trusted 
me, how different things would have been ! " 

Then, as Bonaldson regarded the speaker with 
questioning surprise, his lordship continued, '' Yes, 
I repeat, had you but confided in me, I might have 
been able even then to atone for the past.'' 

Still Tom was silent. Cautious always, perfect man 
of business as he was, he rarely hazarded even a re- 
mark; he required sure, if circumscribed, ground 
upon which to base even an observation. 

But his thoughts were not idle. Gould it be possible 
that now, for the first time, the Marquis was about 
to refer to his share in that wager which ended so 
disastrously in the Feringham Wood aflEray ? How 
could the matter have come to his ears ? Tom must 
first learn the extent of his lordship's knowledge 
before he admitted anything. But the next words the 
Marquis uttered put caution to the right-about, and tore 
away the mask beneath which the banker hid hknself. 

*' Why did you not come to me when your sister 
died ? I would have spared neither time nor money 
in seeking my lost Jim." 

" Eleanor ? Jim ? What, what do you say ? " 
Had the Marquis taken leave of his senses ? Jim 
had been dead thirty years — ay ! more. But his lord- 
ship, a very evident surprise in his tones, was saying, 
*' Is it possible, then, that you, too, are in ignorance, 
that you ? " 
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" Explain yonnelf , my Icxd," intcfmpted BonaldM*, 
houBely, and with a touch of hautetir: " My liat* 
la dead, X know to my Knrow, but I am here to defend 
her honoiar with my last breath." 

For uuwer the Harqais turned to his writing-tafalB^ 
■nd taking from it a long blue envelope bearing a foreign 
^MSbnark, as Tom oould see (for he followed his com- 
panion's every moTemwit with a keenness that was 
almost savage), pat it into his hand, saying curtly i 

" &t down. Bead ! " 

Meohanioally Tom sat down and oritiooUy examined 
the sheet of foreign paper he drew from the envelope 
before setting himself to master its oontents. The 
writing and at^e at address were evidently not tboae 
of a person of much education, and the matter of ths 
oommnnioation appeared to bear no connection what- 
ever with the nobleman's enigmatical remarks. 

16, Ingcoaoll Straot, C»pe Town. Mmj lOth, IB4B. 

To the Usrqua ol Pierlwmptoii. 

Dbak 81K,— The enckieed wu found br Hn. OUat among her 
lets hnabend'e pttpna. She did not find it until » few moaths 
mgp^ and Ixing in poor ntroometonewi end not rightfy knol»ta( 
what to do about it, kept it by her. When she named tiie maltw 
to me I advlMd her to send it to j>oa at onoe. Bhe thinka Hw 
pecaoD irtto wrote it waa for some months m tke laland of IMatan 
m 1M8 and ISM, but she » not soie. U so, he was loat at aaa, 
tor one day the boat in whioh he used to go out to look for a aUp 
oame back emp^. Hia. Glaaa is now verv old and feeble, and Ja 
naable to leooUeat the name of the geuUaman. She wiahaa w» 
to M,j that the paper is just aa she found it, and she is tcay it was 
not found and sent before. But it was In a box with oUier papen 
iridoh oaae from Trktan iriuo she left Oie ialaad and was aerir 
unpacked till a few montha ago.— I remain, yoor lordaUp's obedkot 
servant, Habxixi Habbiss, for Hbb. Gl4S8 

(widow of QoTenoT GlaM, late of Tiktaa lyAeiuiba.) 
1 
poatage b 

What had all thb to do with Haeanw 1 What Mlh 
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Jim f 1848 f Whj Jim had then been dead for mcnre 

ihan ten yean. 

Tristan D'Aowihaf Where on earth was that! 

Some island, was it not, in the South Atlantic ooean f 

Of cotorse, he remembered sighting it on the way to 

New Zealand. Eleanor certainly was never there; 

indeed, she died that very year. 
These thoughts passed rapidly through BonaldEMm's 

snind as he gazed at the letter for some minutes 

after he had read and re-read it. Then, raising his 

eyes, with a questioning look, he found those of the 

Marquis bent upon him. 

** You are puzzled, I see,'* said the latter, '* and 

I was wrong in Buppoeing you had wilf uUy kept back 
foots with which I ought to have been made ac- 
quainted. That letter and this" (and his lorddiip 
held up a bulky packet) " reached me by last night's 
post. I will leave you alone to master the matter there 
set forth, for that it will firove of an agitating nature 
I am convinced. Old as I am, and fairiy seasoned, 
perhaps hardened, to calamity, the story these pages 
disclose has proved almost too much for my strength." 
With breaking voice the old man proceeded. *' After 
a hasty perusal I sent at once for Skelton, and he has 
only now left me to return in an hour. By that time 
I trust you will have made yourself acquainted with 
the facts here narrated, and give us the benefit of your 
counsel." 

The two men rose simultaneously, and as the Marquis 
held out the bulky letter-package his hand visibly 
trembled, and sobs, which he vainly endeavoured to 
repress, shook his frame. In another moment he was 
gone^ 

Alone, and with mingled foreboding and eagerness, 
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Tom opened the paok^^. On removing the oater 
envelope he found several old-fashioned broad sheets 
of letter-paper folded together, and addressed on the 
outer page (as in the thirties) to " The most noble The 
Marquis of Pierhampton, Hurstwick, England." The 
seals were but newly broken, but the paper was yellow 
with age, the ink upon it rapidly fading. 

With something like dread Tom opened the sheets 
and turned them over to discover the name of the 
writer. Amazement, horror, hope, were alike repre- 
sented in the unconsciously uttered exclamation as, 
after carrying the document to the window (for a mist 
seemed to have gathered about his eyee) he caught 
sight of the subscription, " James Bagshot Warner." 

Then the mist about his eyes thickened, and hie limbs 
trembled so violently that he was compelled to seat him- 
self, and some minutee passed ere he could summon the 
courage and strength necessary to acquaint himsdf 
with this message from the dead. Yes, from the dead, 
for now he understood the connection between these 
pages and the note from Mrs. Glass. She had said 
the writer was drowned, and she was right, or he 
would have written again, or have retiimed to Hunt- 
wick long since. Still no thought of Eleanor entered 
Bonaldson's mind as he smoothed out the sheets, 
which, spite of the thickness of the paper, were be- 
ginning to drop into holes where they had so long been 
folded. 

The superscription was clear. 

TrisUn D'AtnmhA, South AtUntio Ocean, 

Angiut 2001, 1848. 

*48 and '69 1 Nearly twenty-one years ago Jim 
had penned tiwee pages. No wonder Tom'i eyci mM 
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douded and his heart heavy. Oh, the pity of it all f 
Jim, for love of whom he had made himself for so many 
years an object of ridicule, tor fidelity to whom he had 
risked even a reputation for sanity, was actually alive 
the very year that Jack was bom, the year that IQeanor 
died. 

Ah ! what was it the Marquis had said about Eleanor f 
With a quick^ng pulse Tom fumbled for an eye- 
glass he always carried, though rarely used, and having 
adjusted it read as follows : — 

Mt Dear Fathxb, — ^I Bcaroely know how to write with anything 
like ooherence— -I have so much to say. You will have heard how 
the mistake arose about my being on the SuUan^ but alas ! there 
is no mistake about my being banished here. I am, indeed, literally 
cut off from civilisation until a ship touches at the island, and here 
I have been for the past four months. Whether I shall see you 
first, or whether this reaches you after mv departure or death, I do 
not know, but I can no longer delay writing. 

Tet before I teU you how I come to be here at aU, and news of a 
still more important nature, which makes my detention here nothing 
lees than a terrible martyrdom, let me beg your forgiveness for 
^at rash, that wicked vow I made on leaving Hurstwick. Gladly 
do I aclmowledge once more my relationslup to you, and, Qod 
helping me, on my return to Hurstwick will so act that you need 
never be ashamea to call me your son, and the son of my sainted 
mother. 

But now for the fact which makes evenr day, every night, every 
hour, evenr moment spent on this island an eternity of torment. 
At the end of last February I married (as you will b^re this, I 
trust, have learned from her own lips) Miss Eleanor Ronaldson, 
the only daughter of the Hurstwick banker, and sister of the great 
friend of my youth — Tom Ronaldson. 

Here Tom unconsciously let the papers slip from 
his grasp, and for some moments seemed incapable 
of realising the true significance of this ftmAymg dja- 
closure. 

*' Eleanor marry Jim," he continued to repeat, 
and he struck his forehead more than onoe while 
he stared out of the window, unoogifloioqs of the beds 
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€£ soarlet geraniumB and blue lobelia in the 
emerald setting of the trim lawn. For Memory had 
opened her portfolio of pictures, in one of which he 
saw himself, Lord Jim and Eleanor standing by the 
fireplace in the old schoolroom of the house in High 
Street. The girl, tall for her seventeen jrears, was 
listening with eager interest to the details of a practical 
joke her companions were proposing to play on the 
Whig candidate at the coming election. 

Of course, Eleanor was his chum then, and Lord Jim 
chummed with her as much as with him. Yet she had 
never said she loved Jim ; indeed, as Tom turned 
over picture after picture Memory presented to him, 
he found no token of " softness," as he would in that 
far-off time have spoken of love, on the part of either 
of them. 

They must have met in America. How easy of solu- 
tion was the mystery which had darkened so many 
long years, now that Tom held the key. Yet who 
could have imagined that Jim was alive ten years after 
the report of his death had been accepted ? Then 
Bonaldson's thoughts reverted to the pair who had 
met to love, to marry, and to be for ever parted in the 
space of a few brief months. 

The pathos, the irony, the cruelty of circumstance 
appealed to him with overwhelming force. The young 
husband eating out his heart in that enforced cap- 
tivity, the young bride carried off by death before she 
had lost the hope of again seeing the father of her child ; 
the son bom into the world nameless and now home- 
less ; the cruel slanders Eleanor had been called to 
bear ; the incriminating mjrstery that had enveloped 
her ever since her marriage to this very moment — each 
and all craved attention and evoked bitter r^ret. 
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Stax>iig, hardened man of busineos as he waa^ Tcnn 
flhudderingly recognised the might, the pitifulness of 
Destiny, and, as though himself physically beneath 
its power, sank on his knees, while sobis that would not 
be restrained broke from his heaving breast. 

How long he remained in that position, a prey to 
grief and remorse, he never knew, but, aroused at 
length by an approaching footstep, he r^ained his 
feet. Turning, he found himself confronted by the 
Marquis. '' I could not remain away any longer,'' 
he said ; and then, moved by an uncontrollable 
impulse, the two men hid their faces from each other, 
speechless from excess of grief. 



chaptbb xvn. 

Daly evefj mom 
Thoa olimb'st the moimtMn-top» with eager eje 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
For sig^t of ship from England. EVry speck 
Seen in tho dim horizon tuma thee pMe 
WiUi conflict of contending hopes and fears. 
But comes at last the duU and dnsky eve. 
And sends thee to thy cabin weU-prepared 
To dream all night of what the day denied. 

OowraB. 

Thb Marquis was the first to recover himself, thougli 
incapable for a time of walking or even standing 
without assistance. 

'' Have you read it all ? " he at length managed tc 
say in broken tones, while Tom hurriedly suppressed 
any further outward expression of his grief, and gentlj 
supported the old man to a chair. 

*' No, my lord, not yet ; indeed, I have not read 
more than half-a-dozen sentences." 

" Then, excuse me, will you go on to read it at onoe \ 
We can do nothing without your help, and you cannot 
help until you know all. So read, read, I beg. We 
have not a moment to lose if we are to find Jim and 
bring him home." 

Tom feared that grief had upset the balance of tiic 
old man's mind, or he could never have indulged the 
chimerical idea of finding Jim alive after all then 
years. But he made no remark whatever as he 
lifted the yellow manuscript from the Axxr» and, 
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fifff^ng himKlf ai 
coniimied its pcfiwil 

The fint keconm of Ui wmrjam liliiiiil lij tiiB 
knoniedgd that Jim wm aeiMlljr the kMbnd of 
EImhot, RomJdKm mmf^ oa g e rij yet dJip— kwaliiy 
for drtaib of the cseiiiwtaiMM which had led to the 

iqNumtion (if but for a brief period) of Hm mmlj' 
married oonple. Bvi he eoii|^ in Tain. ADnmana 
to the separatioii and to the e ii iw uMJaiw wUeh led 
to it leciUTed again and again, but were alwajv either 
pieceded or f<dlowed bj aodi lemaiiB aa ''Eloanor 
will have explained to yon ** or ** Ebanor will ha^e 
told you, so I will not recapitulate," and ao on. 

The mannecript was incfeed more in the natme of a 
diary than a letter, and the entries tor the most part 
were made at long interrals (especially towards the 
end), and with little or no attempt to exjdain anything 
except the circumstance which led to Jim's setting 
foot on Tristan d'Acnnha. Oft^i Bonaldson was 
nnaUe to distingnish the words beneath his eye; 
the recital of Jim's grief at his enforced absence from 
Eleanor was heart-breaking, and would haye mdted the 
hardest natnre. In fact, these lamentations made up 
the larger part of the whole production. 

The last entry was dated November 10th, 1848, the 
Tery day, as Tom never forgot, of Eleanor's death. 

No ehlp sc^n ; still fog, fog, interminable fog I Think, my dear 
lalher, wii*t yonr feeUnaB would be in snob a case, and pity and 
oomfort mv darlinff ! To-day I am more deprened than ever, 
the most God-fonaken creature in God's universe ! Away in the 
lovely Oaliforoian Alps, where for days I never enooontered a 
human being, I was never wretched as I am among these people, 
good and kind as they are. But then I had no wife, and to-day I 
rael that she needs me, that she is in distress with none to help lisr, 
and I, wretched, most miserable of men, cannot go to her. Ah, God 1 
why hast Thou torn us from each other ? Fool, fool that I was 
ever to leave her, ever to leave the C^fte, ever to set loot on 
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tins aeooned islMid ! IwiUbeoftlm, tiioag^; the fine weo n is now 
eloee at hAad--eiirely a ship will oome to-morrow 1 SometioieB 
they approach, and then a gale will sprins up and they hurry past 
and there in no possibility of readiing ^em, eren with the Doat 
which I *lwa^ keep in readmess to put out Eyery morning, aa 
aoon as it is iight» 1 piece together the broken hope of jresterday, 
only to find it shattered into a thousand frasments ere night falfc, 
Xyery day when it is Bim I climb the clifb and the Gone ; and wlwn 
they are shrouded in mist I stand on the shore ready to launoh 
out at the first signs of an approaching yesseL But I will write 
no more. It hurts me to write, it hurts me not to write. My old 
friend Tom was to be back at Hurstwick this montiL Tell him, 
with my loye, to haye his hair cut at once — ^no good comes of yow- 
making or keeping. Vows are simply gyyes which neyer riye aa 
one grows. WouM to God I had neyer made one 1 May He yei 
be merciful and bring me once again to my adored Eleanor. To 
your tenderest care I again commend her, my dear father. — ^Tour 
affectionate and suffering son. Jambs Baoshot WABNnu 

By a very strong effort Ronaldson prevented Uie 
moisture that had gathered in his eyes from falling, 
and, turning over page after page, set himself to 
extract the salient facts, either definitely set forth or 
implied. 

So far as he could follow the manuscript it would 
seem that '* Lord Jim " and Eleanor met in New 
York and were married just before the latter left that 
city for the little settlement at Patricia. That for 
some unexplained reason Jim had left his newly- 
made bride to go — where ! Presumably to New 
Zealand, as Eleanor had given the Misses Barnard to 
understand. But the MS. was silent on that point 
and also as to the business calling him to that colony. 

The MS., however, gave the circumstances which 
led to the bridegroom's detention at Tristan d'Acunha. 
It appeared that Jim had begged the captain of the 
Clytie, if opportunity occurred, to land him for a few 
hours on the island that he might examine, if possible, 
the geological formation of the Cone, its chief feature, 
particulars of which he had promised to furnish to a 
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Mr. Dawson, whom he referred to as a Canadian 
geologist of some repute. Through stress of weather 
the captain, who had promised not to leave the neigh- 
bourhood till night (no ship could approach the 
beach), had been compelled to signal the boat which 
had carried Jim to the island, and the hands, finding 
he was away climbing with Governor Glass, returned 
without him. 

Another fact, and one that in some measure ez^ 
plained Eleanor's apparently singular lack of anxiety 
on her husband's account, was supplied by the MS. 
Jim had written to her since sailing, and had been 
able to forward his letter by a passing vessel before 
the Cltftie reached Tristan. In that letter (evidently 
addressed to Patricia) it was manifest he had given 
her to understand that his return might be delayed 
by the native war in New Zealand ; and further had 
instructed her to proceed to Hurstwick not later than 
October. Should her brother not have reached home 
by that time Eleanor was to go direct to the Marquis 
and tell him everything. 

Ah, cruel Fate ! The pity of it all, pity too deep 
for words, too solid for tears ! 

When Ronaldson had ceased for some minutes 
to turn the pages he still held, the Marquis, who had 
closely watched his every movement for the past 
hour, rose from his chair and, as the banker remained 
entirely oblivious of his presence, advanced and seated 
himself beside him. 

On perceiving the old man Tom stcurted, and, re- 
moving his eyeglass, commenced to blow his nose 
vigorously, while the Marquis, possessing himself of 
the manuscript, pointed to its concluding statement — 
** Your affectionate and suffering son." 
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" You ought to know, Bonaldson,'' he said, ^' it is 
my duty to tell you before we go further into thiB 
sad bushiess, that but for my cruelty, my heartlessness, 
Jim would never have been an outcast or a wanderer, 
need never have concealed his marriage. Foolish 
he was, thoughtless I know, but not wicked. He 
came to me one night m sore trouble, and I — God 
forgive me ! — ^hounded him from md like a dog — ^yes, 
and disowned him ! That is why he remained away 
so many years ; that is why your sister kept her 
marriage a secret ; that is why I am a lonely, heart- 
broken old man to-day." 

And the speaker completely gave way again, his 
spare frame shaking like a leaf, so mighty was the 
tempest of his emotion. Tom, alarmed for the conse- 
quences of this terrible agitation, hastily interposed 
with the story of his own share in this disastrous 
business. 

" But it was I, my lord, who laid the wager with 
Jim. Had it not been for me he would never have 
been in Feringham Wood that night, would never 
have needed to come to you for help. I know, for 
Jim told me," continued Bonaldson, as the Marquis 
raised his head from his hands and gazed inquiringly 
at the speaker, " all about his interview with you. 
But I am not less guilty than you of all the trouble 
and misery that has resulted from that night's folly." 

"Ah, you were foolish, wild, perhaps wicked," 
returned the nobleman, gravely ; " but you were not 
Jim's father ; you were under no solemn obligation to 
Qod and to his mother for his well-being, body and 
soul. I was, and sinner that I am " — and the vener- 
able man's voice gained in strength as he unfalteringly 
proclaimed his guiltiness — "I shamefully neglected 
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that trust and even disowned my son. God grant, 
Bcmaldson, that you may never know remorse^ sorrow 
suoh as mine ! When I look back upon tibose years 
oi self-indulgenoe I can only think I must have been 
possessed by the devil himself. My Qod ! what 
have I not lost, what have I not suffered ! That the 
Marquisate will pass on my death or Arthur's — and be, 
I am told, will go first — ^from the Warner family, 
unless, indeed, Jim be now living, is but a part of my 
punishment, and I accept it as deserved, though I 
bitterly deplore it.'' 

*' But there is Jack ! " cried Bonaldson, for the 
first time recognising the one bright, blessed boon 
amongst these abounding troubles. 

Jack ? Jack who ? " cried the Marquis, sharply. 
Why Jack, Eleanor's son, Jim's son. Ah ! I 
see now why she insisted upon his being called John," 
concluded the banker, musingly, while his eye bright- 
ened. " With her last breath she intimated that the 
child should be named after you, sir." 

" For God's sake explain yourself," cried his lord- 
ship. '^ I thought you said you knew nothing about 
this marriage, and now you tell me there is a son and 
that he is named after me. What does it all mean ? " 

^* There was a child, my lord, and now that I know 
the truth I can trace a very distinct likeness in him 
to his father." 

'^ Heaven be praised ! " ejaculated the old mem. 
** This is mercy, mercy I had not dared to hope for. 
Where is the lad ? Fetch him at once that I may 
dasp him to my heart ! A handsome fellow like my 
Jim ? But how is it Skelton did not tell me ? Natu- 
rally the first question I asked him was, ' Is there a 
child r Explain I I am too old to be trifled with." 
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" itc. Skelton would not have heard of his ezutenoe," 
letnmed Ronaldsen, " for though Eleanor's death 
was publicly notified in Haratwiok the week after it 
took place, no mention was made of the child. It wai 
impoBBible to publish its birth tmtil we oould give the 
name of ite father. I've worked every poaaible clue, 
I've travelled half over the world in the hope of finding 
my Bister's husband. Unfortunately, I never went 
to this island, this Tristan d'Acimha, 1200 miles 
from everybody. Would to God I, too, had been 
stranded there ! '* 

" But the boy, what did yon do with him t " asked 
the Marquis, with a vain effort to appear calm. 

" Brotherton (he was my sole confidant and adviser) 
and I agreed it would be beat to let him remain where 
he was until the father turned np. I felt so certain 
he would discover himself, or be discovered, that 
I said I wonld not see my nephew until I could greet 
him by his true surname, but I was forced to break 
that resolve." 

" By what name has he been known t " was the 
nobleman's next enquiry. 

And then he had to listen to the long history (A 
Bonaldson's experiences in his search for the missing 
parent, to the difficulties Miss Barnard had made 
for him by insisting that he was not the brother of 
Eleanor, to the recital of the hostility manifested by 
the young man when uncle and nephew met for the 
first time last August, hostility that culminated in 
the latter's sudden disappearance from Heather's 
Edge. 

" Gk>od Qod, Bonsldson I " exclaimed the Marquis, 
in angry rei>roaoh, " you don't mean to say you've 
let hiu slip away vitbout knowing irtwn yon oould 
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reach him at an hour's notice } Svurely we have not 
found the father only to lose the son t *' 

" Jack is searching for his father, my lord," returned 
Bonaldson, the gloom of his face lightened for a 
moment, ** but where I know not. I've been an 
arrant fool," he continued, lapsing into despondence. 
''My nephew demonstrated that fact last summer. 
In my desire to screen Eleanor's name from the tongue 
of scandal I preserved a silence which has proved 
louder, more fierce than any slanderous voice. The 
boy was furious when he learned for the first time 
last August of the secrecy I had observed with respect 
to his birth, and more furious still that I had dared to 
make use of the name ' Jones ' as his and his mother's. 
He fiercely demanded of Miss Barnard (as she herself 
told me later) why I had not advertised for particulars 
of his mother's marriage, why I had not impressed the 
whole world into the search for his father ? Gk>d 
helping him, he said, the world should know whom 
his mother married, for he would search until he 
found the man." 

'' Noble fellow ! " ejaculated the M£a*quis, greatly 
affected. '' It is his mother speaking through him. 



sir." 



''It must be, my lord, and that thought has alone 
kept alive the hope that he wHl not only succeed 
where I have failed, but that he may in the end forgive 
my blimders and accord me some measure of esteem." 

" But what has he to live on ; he can't prosecute this 
search without money ? " 

Then the banker detailed the young man's plans as 
he had received them by letter and word of mouth 
from the Misses Barnard, for on learning that Jack 
had not been to Qeneva, as he bad ramused. Bonaldson 
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had g(Hi« Ofver at onoe to Heather's Edge to make 
further inqmriee. " He is a capital lingniBt, my lord, 
and as, by my desire, his vaoations have been spent iB 
different plaoee on the Continent, he is singularly well 
equipped for the poet of travelling-tutor, a post he 
told one of the Miesee Barnard he should endeavour 
to obtain. He hoped to save sufSoient in a year or 
two to undertake his mission, and trusted he might 
meet with an appointment which would eventually 
bring him to New York." 

"The fellow has grit," observed the nobleman, 
admiringly. " He wouldn't have your money 1 " 

" No, my lord ; he said he would rather bre^^ stones 
on the road than touch a penny of it. So low have 
I fallen, or rather so low do I lie in his regard. In 
jnstice to myself, though, I ought to tell you that 
MisB Barnard attributes much of his animosity towards 
me to the fact that I am opposed to an attachment he 
has formed with a girl in that neighbourhood. When 
I heard from Miss Barnard bow ill-fitted she was in 
every respect to be Jack's wife, I be{^;ed her to use 
her efforts to break off the intimacy." 

" And she told Jack how you felt about it, I sup- 
pose i " observed the nobleman, drily. 

" She did, my lord," returned Bonaldson, somewhat 
disconcerted by t^e other's manner. " The girl is 
partly French, so Miss Barnard said, and lowly bom. 
She was anxious to show me her certificate ot birth 
to prove that she did not speak without the book ; 
but I told her it was quite unnecessary for me to see 
it. And now that we know Jack to be your grand- 
son, my lord, it is more important than ever that the 
affair should be broken off." 

" I'm not BO soie <d that," was tbe unlooked-for 
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rejoinder, *^ mnd I haven't tke same amount of faith 
as yourself in this Miss Barnard. It strikes me that 
though she may now and then take a five-barred 
gate, she is more likely to come a oroppor at an ant- 
hill. Yon have seen this girl, I suppose } '* And the 
keen eyes of the old man looked mercilessly into those 
of the banker. 

^' No, no, my lord. Well no, IVe not seen the girl, 
but she is of no position, and there's not the sl^htest 
doubt it is largely on her account that Jack is deter* 
mined to find his father.*' 

" All honour to Jack and the girl then. She is so 
worthy that he will not, dares not offer her anything 
that is false ; not even a false surname. Ah, sir, 
having seen my grandson you should have known 
that he could not care for a vain, silly creature ; his 
devotion to his mother's memory should have taught 
you that. But much may yet be repaired. Oo, see 
this girl for yourself, and if she be such an one as I 
believe her to be, bring her here. She shall tell us 
all she knows of Jack, and you and I may shortly have 
him with us to cheer our last days. Mine can cmly be 
few at the most, for last week I passed my seventy- 
fifth birthday ; you, I trust, have many years in 
store. But go, go at once to this place, and come again 
to me with news of the lad. Ah, here is Skelton at 
last," and the nobleman turned as the lawyer entered, 
apologies upon his lips. 

He had been making inquiries about Tristan 
d'Acunha, and putting engines to work to discover 
every scrap of information respecting Miss Ronaldson's 
marriage. 

'' Ciongratulate me, Skelt(m, I am a grandfather, 
and have been for more than twenty years, thoof^ I 
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knew it not. Bonaldson, too, was ignorant of the name 
of luB sister's husband, bo we have both had onr trialf. 
He's going now to find the iad, and yon and I most '* 

*' But have you — excuse me, my lord — but have you 
yoor sister's marriage certificate ? " inquired the law- 
yer, anxiously. And when Bonaldson had to reply 
in the negative, Skelton said, cheerily, " Oh, we'll 
have it before long ; we must publish all the faot« 
we're in possession of at once. We have the name of 
the ship, the Clytie ; there will probably be passengers 
still living who remember the oircumstanoe that one 
of their number was left at Tristan d'Acunha. We are 
not, of oourse, aware that Lord Jim travelled und« 
his title, or what name he used. But we must have the 
facts we are in possession of ■publiahed, my lord. The 
publication of facts breeds facts, and we want all we 
can get, for there is the heir-apparent to be met." 

" Ah, yes ; but it is the heir himself I want to meet." 

" I'll go straight away to Heather's Edge, my lord," 
said Bonaldson, rising. 

" Ay, that's right, and if you don't find him there 
tel^raph ; but be sure you bring the young lady back 
with you, and " — here fJie Marquis lowered tiia voioe-~ 
" make use of the saissors before you call on hw." 



Chaptbb XVIII. 

It is better to stir a queBtion without deciding it, than to decide 
it without stirring it. 
Never out what you can untie. JouBiftT. 

Sblf-shobn, and therefore somewhat apprehensive 
of the criticism of Miss Barnard's eyes and tongue, 
Tom Ronaldson would gladly have welcomed the 
worst they were capable of than have f oimd no Miss 
Barnard. But when he reached Heather's Edge the 
bright, roomy cottage was closed, the blinds drawn 
down, and front and back doors fast locked. What 
could be the reason ? Had she gone to reside with her 
sister at The Gap ? But, on arriving at Dave- 
nant's house he found that also deserted. Now, 
thoroughly alarmed, he drove to the vicarage and 
learned from Mr. Cartwright's successor there that 
The Gap had been untenanted ever since Dave- 
nant's wedding last October. '' The old housekeeper 
died at the end of September, and Miss Davenant 
wasn't looking at all well. Probably it is on her 
account they are staying away, but I assure you we 
want Miss Davenant badly on Sundays ; indeed^ 
my wife quite misses her, she had taken a great liking 
for her." 

Then Ronaldson inquired for Miss Barnard and 
heard, to his imbounded astonishment, that she and 
her servant went abroad at the end of February. 
** Abroad t ** echoed Tom, suspicion and incredulity 

874 
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abont equally blended in his intonati<Hi. Ooold she 
and tlie Davenante have joined Jack somewhere } 
" What could induce a woman of her age to go 
abroad 1 " 

"She is no ordinary woman," responded the vicar, 
a twinkle in his eye ; " moreoTcr, she is reputed to 
have a snug little sum in the bank. I must own I 
admire her pluck in venturing out to see the world. 
Of all disagreeable people commend me to the miseiiy 
female." 

Then, noting the banker's evident annoyance, the 
vicar inquired if he could assist him in any way. 

The two men had never met before, but as Bonald- 
Bon replied, " I hardly think so, thank yon," he regarded 
his questioner attentively, and, satisfied he was a man 
who might safely be trusted with a confidential com- 
munication, continued, " Yet I may as well tell you 
my business, if you are good enough to spare me half 
an hour. Yon are doubtless aware, sir, that my 
only nephew, indeed, my only surviving relative, was 
bom at Heather's Edge and lived with the Misses 
Barnard until he was fourteen." 

The vicar regarded his companion with a puzzled air. 
"Nephew 1 " he echoed, questiouingly, " only near rela- 
tive ? My dear air, if you are referring to the young 
fellow who was here for a few days last August and 
whom I only saw at church, I am bound in duty to 
tell you that I have always been led to understand 
he was and is your eon," 

Tom did not flinch, neither did he manifest any 
surprise at this statement. He remembered that 
Lord Clanfalkland last summer had bestowed an 
aggravatingly benign glance upon him as he listened 
to the banker's annoouoement of his intention to adopt 
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the handsome yonng fellow he eaUed bis nephew. 
Looks must be ignored, unless one would subject 
himself to the dictum, '^ qui s^exouae s^aeouee^^* but a 
man can be forced to eat his words or apologise for 
them. 

'' May I ask your authority for that lie t '* was 
Bonaldson's quiet rejoinder. 

'^My dear sir," returned the vicar, nonplussed by 
the other's coolness, **does not the boy bear your 
name, while the register in the coffer yonder attests 
the fact that he is the son of Thomas and Eleanor 
Bonaldson, of Hurstwick ? " 

'* His mother, nevertheless, was my only sister ; 
there she lies," and Tom indicated by a wave of the 
hand the grave which was distinctly visible from the 
vicarage window — " her life the price of her child's." 

'^ My dear sir," repeated the clergyman, again taken 
aback, '' do you mean to infer that the Eleanor Jones 
who lies there was the mother of the young man called 
Ronaldson ? Her death I had been led to understand 
was brought about by the overturning of the post- 
chaise as she was posting from Sheafland to Denby." 

'' Impossible ! " cried Tom, with evident chagrin, 
for he had never conceived, amidst all the di£Sculties 
that had dogged his endeavours to put matters right, 
that Eleanor should be dissociated from her own child. 
Verily, he had been a prince among muddlers and 
merited all the reproaches that Jack and the Marquis 
had more or less covertly laimched at him. What 
with his own, and Miss Martha's tinkerings, it seemed 
highly probable that Jack's identity would be difficult 
to establish. First a Ronaldson, then a Jones, what 
court of law would listen to evidence in support of 
his claim to the name ot Warner 1 Why bad he— 
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Tom — meddled with the grave 1 Why not have left 
time and cirotuostanoe to eliundate all that was my»- 
teriooB 1 Why have " patched up *' a name, as Miss 
Barnard had remarked, " for the pablio to swallow " 1 
Would it ever be poeaible to establish Eleanor's identity, 
even now, with the wife of Lord James Bagshot 
Warner t Bonaldson tamed hot and oold as he 
remembered that in the ohnrch register which gave 
the datee of her death and burial she bore the name 
of Jones. 

And this amplification of the careless driving 
of the postboy into a cause of death, must surely have 
had its origin in the month of Miss Barnard, who, 
Tom now remembered, had been annoyed (so Brother- 
ton had said) that a child shoold have been bom in 
her honse. 

The two men were standing at the open window 
through which the June sunshine and the perfume of 
Jane rosee, visible and invisible tokens of the Divine, in 
silent, irresistible strength made their way. Perhaps 
they brought comfort and hope to poor pazKled Tom. 

" Come with me," he said, his tones tense and hoarse. 
" Come with me to my sister's grave. There you 
shall hear her tragic story ; there, sir, shall you ac- 
knowledge that a wife and brother were the victims 
of a set of oircumstanoee as singular as they were 
crael 1 " 

Hands were grasped and warmly pressed when 
the recitd which had deeply afieoted both teller and 
listener was oonoluded. The vicar Bpoke hopefully. 
He thoogfat that so long as the Misses Barnard were 
alive their evidence as to the boy's relationship to 
the lady who bore the name of Jones would be accepted 
in Bi^ cooii of law." 
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"I should have thought, indeed, I have always 
thought," observed Bonaldsofi, *'that the whole 
countryside was in possession of ihe actual fact that 
my sister was Jack's mother.' 

" Twenty years ago, sir, as I can prove by the 
statistics I have collected for a history of the parish," 
remarked the vicar, '' this place was but a scattered 
hamlet, neighbours often four, five, and sometimes 
as many as ten miles apart from each other. Oom- 
munication was then a difficult matter, especially 
in winter, and these people accepting the first state- 
ment of any set of circumstances, would cUng to it 
as veritable truth, unless it were immistakeably 
proved untrue. I should not be at all surprised 
if it turned out that your little nephew never appeared 
in the village until he was five or six years old, and 
my parishioners would never think of connecting 
him with the lady whose grave Miss Mary Barnard 
(I should say Mrs. Davenant) had visited so faith- 
fully (eu3 1 am told) for so long a period." 

'' Well, I will ask you," said Bonaldson, as the two 
men returned to the vicarage, ''to let the truth be 
known to your parishioners as soon as possible. 
Now I must be off. As you can give me no news 
either of Jack's, or Miss Barnard's, or the Davenants' 
whereabouts, I shall go direct to Switzerland to M. 
Vemet. He may have seen or heard from my nephew 
by this time. Should you have anything to com 
municate please send dkect to the Marquis of Pier 
hampton, Hurstwick." 

" By the bye," observed the vicar, as he relinquished 
the banker's hand, '' I have an idea that someone 
was making inquiries in the village about your sister 
just a year ago. I was not at home, but he " 
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" Jim ! '' cried Bonaldson, his usual caution at once 
deserting him, " it will have been Jim ! " 

*' Not so fast, my dear friend ; the stranger in all 
probabiUty was only a summer visitor, of whom I 
should have heard nothing had he not ac^ed to see 
the registers. As I was away (I always keep them 
locked up) he did not see them." 

Tom drew a long breath. '^ Where can I hear more 
of this stranger ? " 

'' Davidson, our clerk, will tell you all there is to 
be known ; the gentleman stayed one night at his 
cottage." 

" I'll go at once and see him ; we can't afford to 
ignore trifles. No, I can get lunch in town or on 
board, thanks." 

Leaping into the waiting gig Bonaldson and its 
driver were soon white with the summer dust raised 
by the rapid hoof -falls of the fleetest horse Denby 
owned. But the banker spent half-an-hour with 
Davidson. 



BOOK III. 



Chaftbb I. 

Tbere life is easiest unto man ; no snow 
Or wintry storm or rain at any times 
Is there, but evermore the ooean sends 
Soft breathing airs of zephyr to refresh 
The habitants. 

HOMIB. 

Onb evening in Easter week, some two months or 
more before the arrival at Hurstwiok of that important 
document from Tristan d'Acunha, a solitary canoe, 
manned by natives, passed through the opening 
in the barrier-reef surroimding the small island of 
San Juan Baptista in the South Pacific. Beneath 
the graceful cocoa-nut trees which fringed the shore, 
a tall man, bronzed by travel till he was of almost 
the same complexion as the dusky rowers, sprang, 
carpet-bag in hand, on to the white gUttering beach. 
Bestowing a guerdon, which literally called forth 
volumes of gratitude from the recipients, the traveller 
immediately struck out for the hill beyond, and 
was presently lost to sight among the elegant Barring- 
tonias and Ti trees which clothed its sides. For 
a time the swish, swish of the oars, and the song of 
the rowers, as they returned to their homes at the 
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dsetenunoet end of the island, were dutuignisbafale 
ftbove the thunder of the mighty ooean wares, and 
the pronounced, though inaudible contempt of tb^ 
equally mighty barrier reef they assailed. They 
never ceased ^eir efforts to move that silent bar. 
One moment they would lash it with terrifio riolenoe, 
the next in abject, mook abasement would toss upcm 
its crest an avalanche of pearis and diamonds which, 
shattered on the impact, were flung back with the 
moflio of breaking crystal. 

Apart from this eternal conflict around it the island 
was singularly quiet and deserted this April eveoiag 
of 1869. Yet when the solitary pedestrian emerged 
from the belt of trees surrounding the summit, and 
came in full view of the native settlement upon tiie 
table-land beyond, he evinced no surprise at the ab- 
sence of all tokens of active life. 

Taming along a small pathway, which skirted the 
eminence to the left, he came to a stand on the verandah 
of a tiny dwelling-houBe commanding the broad ex- 
panse of waters, which, as the sun declined, looked 
like the immense pallet of some giant painter, so 
wondronsly did the morky, restless element entan^ 
and separate the orimson beams now flung athwart it. 

The frame-cottage, plastered and white-washed 
with lime from the coral rooks, was apparently un- 
occupied, for a call from the new arrival elicited no 
response, and an examination of its four small rooms 
found them untenanted. Bat in one a spotless cloth 
was laid with pickled 6sb, ripe bananas, yams, and 
fresh oocoa-nat milk, the whole presenting such a 
tempting appearance it was small wonder the traveller 
yielded to the mute invitation, and discussed, with 
«TideBt api»eaatKni, the good things provided. As 
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ke did so his eyes fell upon two enyelopes lying on the 
table, each bearing English stamps and the address 
" J. B. Warner, Esq." 

Their contents afforded the reader manifest satis- 
faction, and his repast ended, he rose and, lighting a 
cigar, proceeded towards the verandah. On the way 
thither he paused before a crucifix, ihe sole object 
on the walls. Attentively r^;arding it for a mcmient 
he turned to his carpet-bag, and took therefrom a 
small scroll which, by rolling out from the inside, 
became flat and readable, for its rescript was set forth 
in large and gilded type. 

*' I wonder whether the padre would mind," 
said the man, tentatiyely, as he produced four 
drawing-pins, with the evident intention of nailing 
the scroll beside the crucifix ; '' they ought to go 
together." 

But the brief soliloquy was abruptly broken off, 
and scroll and pins flung down at the soimd of a 
familiar footstep, while, turning hastily, the tall, 
bronzed man almost fell into the outstretched arms 
of a short, spare, eager-faced priest advancing through 
the doorway. Hands long sundered were grasped 
with a wannth and strength of feeling which spread 
to the very finger-tips, and ''eyes looked love to 
eyes that spake again," for hearts were too fuU for 
other speech. 

'* Ah ! hiji mio, bieiwido, bienvido I " at length 
broke from the elder man. ''Now am I ready to 
say my Nunc DimiUis I " 

" Nunc dimiUis ? " echoed the other in tender 
derision. "Nay, nothing of that sort for years to 
come. Why, padre mio^ I can no more do without 
you now than I could twenty years ago. Indeed, I 



AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 388 

hare come bere now with the ezpresB purpose trf 
oarrying you away from this place inatanter I " 

Padre Geronimo Enoamacion slowly shook his 
head, though eye and smile irradiated the worn 
oooDtenanoe. 

" But I mean it," continued the younger man, with 
decision. " You work too hard. I can see signs aU 
over yoa of an imperative need for rest and change. 
Besides," and here, though the two spoke entirely in 
Spanish, the voice was lowered, " I am not at all 
comfortable about you since news came of the way 
those brutes treated good Bishop Patteson at Nupa^ 
the other day. I have dreaded to take up a Dews> 
paper of late lest I should read some such aimounoe- 
ment as this : ' The devoted Padre Geronimo Encar- 
nacion, who has laboured so faitiifully on the island 
of San Juan Baptista for the past ten years, was 
cruelly ' " 

"Ahl no, my son, my dear Jaoobo ; our people 
are not like those. Yet, if God will. No, no, my 
people are good and kind ; they would not hurt me. 
As you would see, they were all at Vespers to-night — 
babies and all. And last Sunday — ah, I wish yon 
could have seen the young ones in t^eir white robes 
making their first Communion ! And it is thou, my 
son, who hast wrought this great good for them and 
me ! " 

"II I ! I, my father I I, the heretio i What 
can you be thmlrip g about t " 

" I am thinking what is quite right," returned the 
priest, with an emphasizing nod. " But we shall walk 
a litUe and I will show you how true are my words." 
And the two passed out, and linkii^ arms, paced up 
and down tiw white ooral pathway in front of the 
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Terandah, where the breeze came diiect from the 
ocean. 

" Do you not see, hijimio, that if you had not inter- 
fered at San Carlos when I was foolishly trying to die 
I could not have done this work I love so much. To 
you, therefore, these people and I, under God, owe 
an.'' 

'^That is one way of shelving responsibility and 
honour, my father," returned the younger man, 
lightly. 

Then, still lightly, but with the lightness that 
reveals great deeps, he added, *' And where, padre mto, 
should I have been without your self-sacrificing aid ? 
How could I, helpless as I was, have shipped myself 
and the gold from Mont6 Rey ? Who, but yourself, 
tended me during that tempestuous voyage to New 
York ? Who was it that never left me tiU I seemed 
fairly started on the highway to happiness ? " A 
quiet joy shone from the old man's eyes, while he 
vainly endeavoured to cut short his companion's 
recital. " Nay, I am by far the larger debtor," con- 
tinued the latter, "for who but yourself nursed me 
through that five years' nightmare of sorrow at Upolu 
when I, too, foolishly tried to die." 

" Ah, but, my son, for you there was excuse : God's 
hand was heavy upon you." 

At these words a stem look crept to the face of the 
younger man — the look a man's face wears when his 
dearest friend is subjected to passing, if unintentional, 
insult ; the look of a man at "guard," ready to strike, 
yet loth to attack one whose friendship he values and 
whose armour he deems worthless. No, he would not 
draw, but it was with unmistakaUe relief he saw 
Juan de Dios (for sudi was the sdf -chosen baptismal 
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name of ihe padie's native Berraut) approach and 
engage his master's attention. 

Rightly or wrongly, James Bagahot Warner's whole 
natuxe revolted against tiie universal practice of 
heathendom and Christendom alike, to foist their 
troubles, their sins, and even the punishment of sins, 
apon their Deity. If one sowed the wind, was it not 
reasonable to expect the whirlwind ? One had one's 
choice of seeds, and one was free to sow or not to 
sow. 

As these thoughts passed rapidly through Warner's 
mind he became aware that night, with tropical sadden- 
nees, had descended, that the stars in lustrous beauty 
and with noiseless footfall had stepped on to the 
deep blue vault above, and at sight of them the light 
of joy kindled npon his face until it was as the face 
of an angel. For his intense love and appreciation of 
all created things, far keener now than in his Califor- 
nian days, was but a rivulet from the sea of his passion- 
ate love and devotion to their and his Creator. A 
very Farsee this man in his obivalroos treatment of 
all that is earthy, for the Divine im^ffess was never 
obscured to his earnest, loving gaze. The beauty, 
the potentiality of the earth were to him an eternal 
source of wondering joy and reverenoe ; always 
there was " the hiding of His power," and more obvious 
still the tokens of His tenderness and providence. The 
Mak^ of beauties and blessingH so transcendent, the 
Author and Contriver of the many sorrows he had 
experienced J Away with tike thought ! 

Yet one could not (he, least of all) be angry with 
the padre, a man whose hand had never rested heavily 
either on saint or sinner. What is that he is saying 
at this moment to Joan de Dios ! " £« nwemrio 
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amar (h iodo d mundo, hasia 6 nuutras enemiffOB.*^* 
Surely he was a man after God's own heart. And, 
so thmking, Warner re-entered the little frame-house 
with '' En poco tiempo mi padre.^^'f Picking up the 
fallen scroll, its inscription, ^' Every man must bear 
his own burden/' coinciding so exactly with his own 
theory and experience of life, he replaced it in his 
portmanteau and proceeded to an adjoining room 
for a wash and brush up. 

Meanwhile, Juan de Dios having departed, the 
padre's thoughts recurred to the interrupted con- 
versation as he paced up and down the little pathway. 

Ah, who in all the world had suffered as Jacobo had 
suffered ? The old priest knew by heart every para- 
graph m his weU-thumbed " Lives of the Saints " and. 
while he acknowledged the trials there recorded were 
great and manifold, entitling each saint to the martyr's 
crown, he privately confessed their sufferings to be 
as the fine dust of the balance in comparison with 
the heavy burden of sorrow this man had borne. 
From that eventful night when as the Sefior James, 
Jim has appeared to the padre in the church of San 
Carlos right on to the present moment, the two had 
never lost touch, though often separated, as on this 
last occasion, for five years or so. 

What a history, thought the priest, as circumstance 
after circumstance passed rapidly through his mind, 
a history which, if inserted in the '' lives of the 
Saints," would be regarded as savouring more of 
tradition than truth. Yet how terribly true it was, 
as true as eventful ! What an imdertaking the ship- 
ping of that gold ! 



^ ** We muft love everybody^ even our enemiee.*' t PteeenUy. 
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As tJie padre recalled it be saw again the tiny oell, 
the iiuensible EngliBhman, the gold-strewn floor, 
the charred bedding. Then hia eye kindled with the 
light which iUuminea the f aoe of a skilful general when 
he looks back on some sueceasf ul strategic movement, 
as he reviewed his tactics on that occasion. 

Surely he was aided by our Blessed Lady of Sorrows, 
whose heart is ever full of pity for the helfdess and 
distressed. How else could he, a weak, insignificant 
priest, have conceived su<^ a scheme for saving this 
man and his gold — this man, who was then almost a 
stranger, but now, heretic though he was, his very 
dear son t 

Yes, it certainly was a scheme that any man, even 
a big general, might be proud of, and there was so 
little time and so much, so very much gold. After- 
wards he had had the help of some devoted Indians, 
but the scheme was all his own. True, a Spanish ship 
was in the harbour just then, and the captain of it, 
a good Catholic, was quite willing to take, for a small 
sum, a poor priest and his sick friend who were fleeing 
from the heretic Yankees. The little town, too, was 
empty, all the men folk, both invaders and invaded, 
away South at Los Angeles and San Biego, and the 
American vessels which ^had fllled Mont^Rey Bay 
in July were down South too. So that, after all, it 
was not such a difSciilt matter to get right ofi when 
one was outside San Carlos as it might have been. 

Indeed, if it had not been for that gold the English- 
man was so anxious to send to someone, tbere would 
have been no difficulty. But there was the gcAd, and 
certainly it should not be left for the heretic who had 
bought the sacred Mission, and would soon pull down 
the holy church and destroy all it contained. 
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And then our Bleeaed Lady of Sonmro had aaid, 
'' Take with you the Madonna, and the Holy Clhild, 
also San Jnan de Capristano. See, you can hide 
them, one in each of the unbumt sacks, and with 
the gold about them they will travel safely, and their 
presence will be to you a blessing." Then she had 
pointed to the burnt bedding and bid him stuff the 
rest of the gold into the mattress witii some straw. 
How his fingers had ached, for it was necessary to 
patch the burnt parts, and cover all over with some 
old hides he had discovered in an outhouse. All the 
time the Englishman lay on the floor, ihe cushion upon 
which the crucifix usually rested in the church beneath 
his head. Better the sick man has it than the rough, 
rude Yankee. 

Then, when after much pains the mattress of gold 
and straw is finished, with great reverence the Ma- 
donna and Child and San Juan de Capristano were 
lifted from their pedestals and inserted in the centre 
(one in each) of the two whole sacks. When the 
'' specimens " Jim had placed in the mouth were re- 
moved there was ample room for the sacred images, 
and when they, too, had been hide-bound and the 
nuggets put in the Sefior James' box (the key of which 
was taken from his neck and replaced there) but little 
time remained. 

The final sweepings up of the yellow grains made good 
payment for the voyage. And now that all is finished 
three devoted Indians, who (spite of the Govern- 
ment edict) would not accept their independence 
and were always within hail, were called. They are 
informed that a sick man who came for shelter must 
be carried down to the Hispania that night. As pay- 
ment for their services they must each take one of the 
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stnmga^B tliree beaste. The padre reoallB with' a thrill 
the laat time he entered the ohnroh of San Carioa, how, 
after proBtrating hinuelf before it, he raised the heavy 
rood beneath iriiioh he had so lately sought to saori- 
fice his life. Asking pardon iot the daring aot, ba 
fixed anothu* oross-pieoe near the lower end of tiie 
upright, and with shnddering thankfolnees extiaoted 
the omel, headless, bloodstained nails. For the rood 
shall be the stfetoher npon which the siok man on tiie 
hard mattress shall be conveyed to the vessel. 

What a tramp, tramp that was in the darkneBs and t^ 
rain ! Three nules of it, and all in profound ailenoe. 
It might have bem a corpse those bearers carried, ao 
still lay the figure beneath its rough tarpanlin cover- 
ing, his tmnk with the nuggets at bis feet, the sacred 
cushion beneath his head. Mont^Bey was deserted, 
and the heavy rain muffled the hoof-falls of the two 
beasts, which carried each a sack with its rich and 
sacred contents. 

" ' I take with me,' I said to the captain of th» 
Hiapania, ' the Holy Mother of Gh>d and San Jnan 
de Gapristano. See, I have packed them well in 
the sand of our oountry that so they shall not be 
injured. I will not that they be left to fall into the 
hands of the heretic, and they will bring you good 
winds.' " 

" Bueno, frtieno, and this, then, ia jroor sick friend t " 
So all was well. 

Bat when Jaoobo and his belongings were safely 
aboard, and the captain bad crowded all sail, and 
favoured by a nor'wester, bad rounded Point Finos 
unmolested, Geronimo Encamacion's work was not 
over. 

This Seiior James had orept into the desolate heart 
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o£ the poor priest, and his weakness an4 helplessness 
made powerful appeals to the innate tenderness 
and devotion of the man. He would not leave the 
Seik>r until he should be strong enough to eare and 
do for himself ; and perhaps (^ien sabe !) our Blessed 
Lady, who had helped him already so much, would 
give him the joy of saving the soul of this ]K)ung» fine 
man. So determined, the padre found no difficulty 
in refusing a very pressing offer made by the Mission 
Bishop of Hawaii, where the vessel oaUed» to remain 
and work in his diooese. He pronused, however, 
that later on he would, if spared, return ; and the 
bishop struck by ihe evident suitability of the man 
for a life of hardship and unquestioning service, was 
fain to be content. 

Poor Jacobo did not make much progress ; he seemed 
to have no wish to live. The heart of the padre 
was very sad in those days, and he remembered now 
how often, as he had paced the deck of that vessel, he 
had thought to himself that the young Seiior below, 
who had so miraculously interposed to save him 
from death, was himself slowly dying beneath some 
heavy invisible rood. How he longed to be able to 
remove that weighty, impalpable burden. 

The captain was a very holy man, and was sure that 
the Madonna and San Juan had brought him good 
luck, so he told the padre where he might find good, 
clean lodgings on the quay at New York Harbour. 

^* My men shall carry for you the sacred images and 
the bed of your sick friend, but. Holy Mother of God 1 
what a hani one it is ! " 

And so the voyagers were safely housed in strange, 
poor, but clean quarters. Yet Jacobo did not grow 
strong for months and months, and all that time the 
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two were busy extiaotiiig tinB gold from tiie sinw m 
the mattiees, and re-arnuigiing it that no busi^ouhi 
of its enormous Tslae should excite the onrioiity of 
the landlady. Ah, tluit was a dreary time, and what a 
tiring, tiresome business to separate and eoUeot tiie 
gold. 

And Jaoobo will not venture oot, so on the padze 
fell all the businees of seeking a place for this great 
wealth. " Jaoobo was feverishly anxious to be rid 
of it, BO I go myself to see ihe man at the head of tiM 
American Treasure House, and he oomes to our lodg- 
ing and brings with him a young lawyer. They aak 
many qaestiona of Jacobo. Jaoobo teJls tibem whMe 
this gold was found, and they look at eaeh other and 
nod wisely. Then they say, ' We will take care of this 
for you, and for every hundred pounds will give yon 
£3 lOs. each year.' Jaoobo says, ' Bumo, but I will 
that you assay and weigh it here, and that yon keep 
it tmtil the woman Sarah Bennett or her child shall 
ask it of you. These nuggets keep for me until I 
want them.' 

" So they agreed, and when the dust and nuggets have 
been tried and weighed, then it is found t^t Jaoobo 
has more than £7,000, and the wonuin nearly twice as 
much ! Jacobo says he will at onoe go to New Zea- 
land and find and tell her of this great fortune, but 
he is still very weak, and on the way to ask about a 
Bhip he Blips and breaks his leg. So we go again back 
to our lodgings, and there Jaoobo must Btay till the 
1^ is well joined. Then it was that the Battery, 
and the Bowery, and Five Points were thronged with 
the gaunt, pale Irish, who, because they had no potatoes 
to eat in their own country, the Kn glJRh must send 
them to Anwrioa to get food. Poor oreatozes 1 And 
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Jacobo was so sorry for them. He did not oare muoh 
to live in those days. His goid he cared not toe. 

'* * Let the Irish have it, earo padre mio^ he would 
say, *' and take much for yourself.' 

^* But I would have him well. I would have him go 
to his father, the marehese. Then one day came the 
beautiful^EngUsh Sefiorita Bonaldson, a heretic, but 
full of goodness for the poor Catholics. Yes, she 
soon was d amigon with me, and then I ask her to 
come and see her compatriot who had broken his leg, 
but whose heart was still more broken. She eame, 
and very soon the broken heart was mended, and then 
Jacobo no longer needs the old mad padre. 

'* I could see how they loved each other, and my heart 
was glad. It was better so, better he should go back 
to the noble Inglese his father and all be happy. 
And I had my mission work. The Yankees, too, said 
that no more would they permit the poor Irish to 
land on their shores, so what better could I do than 
go to Hawaii to the good bishop who wanted me ? 

*' And Jacobo will go at once, since he is well, to 
New Zealand, so that Sarah Bennett shall know about 
the gold waiting for her. And the Sefiorita says, 
* Yes, go quickly, and you will find my brother there, 
and it will be well that you go back to England with 
him. As for me I will finish my work with my pro- 
Ugeea, and the padre Jones will take me safely back, 
and I shall be there at home to welcome you both.' 

*' Ah, yes, and how good it would have been if what 
she wished had been done. But Jacobo, when he has 
foimd a very fast ship that will go from Boston, he 
loves so much the Seilorita that before he goes he begs 
her to marry, that so he may call her his very own. 
And in those last hours she can d^iy him nothing. 
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So at Boston the day before his shq) leaves they marry. 
Marry— ^and tfte day after they part/ Ah, Oodl 
What brightness, what sweetness, what prospects of 
delight! 

*' They would oome to see me at my station some 
day, tbey said. Ah, me t It was at the end of 
Febroary they marry, and fifteen months after Jacobo 
did indeed land at my station. But — ^well, no, not 
to-night ; one mnst not even think of it." 

" ^ De qui ie trata padre mio f " cried Warner, 
bre^di^ in upon his friend's reverie from the verandah. 
" What is going on down there ? " he repeated, as 
shouts and laughter ascended from the beach, above 
which the moon had now risen in tranquil beauty. 

Harrying down the litUe pathway to a point from 
whence a good view of the shore was obtainable, the 
two men paosed while the padre exclaimed, " It is 
the march of the mali'o to-night.*' 

" Ah, let us go down," said the other. " I haven't 
seen a march for years." 

The beach was a scene of great excitement, dos^ 
natives, with flaming torches, screaming with laughter 
as they rushed hither and thither after the mali'o. 
For the mali'o, or land crabs, were marching down 
in their thousands to the water's edge to take their 
customary dip in the sea at the change of the moon. 

The natives, who regard these votaries of the bath 
as delicate morsels when baked in banana-leaves with 
the juice of an old cocoanut, waylaid, chased, and 
finally captiued them with much noisy good humoor. 
From a canoe, which the padre and Warner poshed 
into the quiet water within the barrier, the sight was 
both gay and beautiful. 

The ooooanat fereee silhouetted on the white sands, 
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the shadows of the hnntera as tiiey guanoed here and 
there with their bright torches, their musioal mirth, 
the lovely moonlight on sea and land, severaHy mdted 
to bring gladness to the eye and heart of the wanderer, 
the man without home or kindred, tiie man wfaoae whole 
being, body and soul, was steeped in the lore of God. 

" We sre not free 
To MT we see not, for the dory oomflB 
Kightty snd dailj Uke tlie Sowing tea; 
His lustre pieroeth throojrii the midnight gbomt 
And at prime hour behofi I He f dlows me 
With golden shadows to my seoiet rooms,** 

repeated Warner, as he stretched himself upon his mat 
some two hours later, and composed himself to sleep. 
But as he slept he dreamed, and the dream waa as 
though he slept not, so vivid, so dominating was the 
vision. 



The BenM of beftnt; is ons of &e most jKttont of ti 

wiiicii we defaat or keep at » distaaoe the eril genii of iriiat we a 

Fftte. Hatthiw Bsomn. 

Soon after Bonrise next moming Warner, with a pr»- 
ocoapied air, strolled down to the shore, and (milike 
the mali'o) without fear of molestation, took his di^ 
in (he sea. Then, finding he had some spare moments 
b^ore tiie breakfast hour, he poshed oat a small 
canoe, and, after paddling for some time, attached the 
paintw to one of the highest coral-branohea (som* 
two feet below the sorfaoe) that he might ride at anchor. 
Next, with face downwards, and in horizontal position, 
he gave himself op to the full enjoyment of the won- 
drous picture beneath. 

The depth varied greatly, as did the width of this 
belt of water which the reef barred so securely from the 
fury of the tireless waves beyond. Here, perhaps^ 
not more than two or three fathoms, there ten oc 
twelve, but always the floor was distinctly visible. 
Many years had passed since Warner had gazed, as 
now, into the placid waters of the Pacific, and never 
had he done so under happier conditions. 

Not a breath ruffled the surface ; the sun shone in 
all its strength of heat and light, and no disturbing 
element was present. As the man gazed, his soul was 
filled anew with wtmder and delight. Them in the clear 
wat«r the ooralspronta and siways spread in grace and 
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beauty, gtudded with shell-fiah of every nsa, shape, 
and colour. Warner's object was to watch these 
myriad shell-fish feed, for when they take in food it 
as though the coral were encrusted with flashing 
jewels, so brilliant and beautiful are the tints they 
display ; while fish of all hues j^ance hither and thither 
about them, playing hide-andH9eek among the coral'* 
branches. 

The sight recalled a long-gone past to the gazer* 
He remembered how in another island, a prey to the 
dumb despair which seized and held him in thrall for 
years after he lean^ed the terrible tidings of his young 
wife's death, he spent whole days gazing face down* 
wards on the coral-forests and their denizens. What 
he saw then made him a pearl-seeker, and for a long 
period, during which time he strove to blot from memory 
all trace of his former existence, with its many sorrows 
and its few outstanding joys, he dived with, and 
became as expert as, the natives in the watery element* 

The world of ocean then was as entirely new to him 
as the Calif omian Alps when he first set foot upon 
them, and his mind by decrees became again absorbed 
by the old questions he and Vallejo had discussed so 
hotly. From one tropical island to another he roved, 
his pearl oyster-fishing always bringing him a suffi- 
ciency for his simple wants, and in time a small com- 
petency. Then he decided to see what other wonders 
earth had yet to show, and with that resolve came the 
recollection of the trust Isaac Bennett had made over 
to him, and which, for aught he knew to the contrary, 
might, as a consequence of his neglect, have long since 
passed beyond his control. 

Fortunately the padre had preserved the U.S. 
Treasury receipts, and, after satisfying the officials 
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as to the cause of his long silence* the interest upon the 
nuggets was forwarded to Warner, and had been duly 
forwarded ever since. Hitherto though* all efiorto 
to discover Sarah Bennett or her heirs had proved 
abortive, and Warner blamed himself greatly for 
those years in which her claims upon him had remained 
unheeded. Had he, as he frequently told himsetf, 
but '* stood and taken his punishment like a man, 
instead of bending benea^ it like a dumb tree in the 
blast,'' Isaac Burnett's gold might ong since ha ve been 
in the possession of its rightful owner. 

But now there seemed every probability that the 
rightful owner had been discovered ; yet before this 
immense sum (for with twenty years' interest it now 
amounted to something more than £200,000) was paid 
over, the U.S. Treasury would, without doubt, institute 
a strict investigation into the whole matter. Warner 
was tlieref ore anxious to carry Geronimo Encamacion 
to New York, to contribute his important quota of 
evidence as to the deposit and amount of the original 
specie. And he had not yet named the subject to 
the old man, but there must be no further delay in 
mooting and settling the question. 

Sounds of activity on shore assured the sea-gazer 
that the congregation had been dismissed from the 
white coral church, so, releasing the painter, he made 
haste to join the padre, who, surrounded by an affec- 
tionate crowd, was evidently about to pronounce his 
blessing upon a small fleet of fishing-canoes lying some 
hundred yards distant. That service concluded, the 
two friends climbed the hiU, and were glad to find 
breakfast set outside the little house in the shade cast 
by a plantation of young cocoanut trees. 

The meal ended, the padre, observing Warner's 
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evident preoooapfttion, said tenderiy, ^^fQuS Imm 

Vuestra, hip mio t "* 

'' Un stieflo me ha d€$pertaio, mi padr%^ a nngahrij 
Tiyid dream, an nnpleasant dream, too," waa the 
miexpeoted reply. 

The prieet had looked forward to a whole budget of 
news connected with Jaoobo's yiait to Tgngj^iMJ^ ^id 
his doings generally dnring his long abaenoe— but a 
dream ! 

'' Yes, my father, it has taken sooh a hold on me 
that I shall be wise to tell it, and then, paring, it 
will pass from my mind." 

"' Do so, my son," said the padre. Dreams held a 
high position in his regards, and he gave his undivided 
attention to the recital of this one. 

*' It was very strange," continued Warner, and there 
was something dreamy in his tones, ^^ that in my dream 
I went back to the night before I left England, and 
that, in sleep, I should have felt all the misery and 
f orlomness of my position at that time, as keenly as I 
felt it in reality. In fancy I was again upon the old 
Liverpool landingHstage, so different to the splendid 
docks of to-day. A dense fog hung over the sea, and 
a strong west wind every now and again dashed rain 
upon me. I assure you, my father, I felt the drops 
upon my face as I lay sleeping last night ; indeed, I 
have wondered many times since how reality and fancy 
could have been so powerfully, so strangely blended." 

** Go on, my son," said the padre. To himself he 
said, *' We shall presently see whether this vision is 
not of God." 

*' Man-forsaken, God-forsaken, as I had been in 

a What troubki yon, mj ton ? 
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reality, bo in my dream. I seated mynelf npon a oap- 
Btan, tmdecided vhat to do or where to go. The log' 
lifted now and again, tberehy disoloBing the ahifty, 
leaden Atlantio waveB, which seemed, even in my 
dream, to mock me with their instability ; while they, 
in their tnm, were Uotted oat, and t^ two prostrate 
figures in Feringham Wood filled ap my '«^(^ mental 
horizon. People were passing, drays were arriving, 
sailors were busy, yet there I eat, my eyee on 
the fog, my thoughts in the wood, when (this ia 
dream)," Warner explained, and the padre slawly 
bent his head — "when a gentJe tonoh on my ann 
startled me so, that, springing np, I almost knocked 
down a frail old man at my elbow who, with every 
mark of deference, apolc^^ised for the liberty he had 
taken. 

" ' I beg your pardon, sir,' he said, ' but mig^t I 
make so bold as to ask whether yon are sailing in the 
Arethuea to Vera Cruz ! ' And I could see with what 
anxiety he awaited my answer, and hear, too, how 
greatly his voice trembled. 'Well, I've not quite 
decided whether to go to Canada, New York, or 
Mexico,' I answered, janntily ; ' which would yon 
recommend 1 ' 

" ' Qod bless you for your kindness, sir ; bat if it is 
not a great matter to yon where you go, if yon will 
take passage in the Arethuaa I will never cease as 
long as I have breath to call down Heaven's blessing 
upon you.' 

"I bought the man daft in my dream, and yet he was 
terribly in earnest for all his gentle way ; and I had 
not the heart, sad, too, as I was, to laugh, or, indeed, 
feel anything but sympathy for him. Beffwe I could 
speak the old man continued : * It will be twenty 
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years oome Christmas, sir, sinoe I sent my boy Harry 
away, bidding him never return ! ' " 

*' Ah ! " ejaculated the padre, drawing a long breath, 
while to himself he said, again, '' We shall pteeently see 
whether this vision is not of God." 

** I started violently," continued Warner, '' thinking 
in my dream it were scarcely possible that two fatiiers 
in England and in the same century had turned a son 
adrift. ' He would be about your age, sir, I should 
think,' said the old man, ^ but a foolish, foolish fellow ; 
continually in disgrace and mixed up in a thousand 
scrapes. At last I turned him out of house and home, 
and threatened to make him over to justice if he should 
ever dare to return. But now I want him ; my Ood^ 
how I want him I ' That cry rings in my ears, my 
father, like the cry of a lost soul." 

"' Ah ! " again ejaculated the padre, "" this vision 
is of God, my son." 

But Warner continued his recital as if he had not 
heard the remark. '' ' I want you,' the old man said, 
^ to find my son, young sir, and beg him to forgive 



me. 



c< 



In my dream I did not feel surprised at the strange 
request, but listened with deepest interest while he 
told me what his son was like, and that he had last 
been heard of in Mexico City. Would I go there and 
find him and give him his father's message ? The 
next thing I was afloat on the Arethusaj and after 
landing at Vera Cruz I proceeded at once to the City 
of Mexico. In my dream I felt again^ the same sensa- 
tions of pleasure and wonder as when I, in reality, first 
set foot there. There was so much to claim my 
attention in the solid, palatial buildings, the breadth 
and regularity of the numerous squares, the gay 
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dresses of the Indians, and the beauty of the Spanish 
women, that I quite ffwgot the old man's oommissioii. 
But as I gazed on the novel sights I became aware that 
the people were most certainly on the watoh for some- 
thing of importance, and then my promise reoorred 
to me. Almost before I remembered that I did not 
know the young man's snmame, I became posseesed 
of it by one of those onaoconntable methods known 
only to dreamers. Mason, Harry Mason, was the 
man I wanted, but how was I, stranger that I was, 
to discover him ? It was then about ten o'olook 
in the morning, and as I saw the inhabitants one after 
another take their stand in the street, at their baloonies 
and above the parapets of the flat-roofed houses, I 
determined to wait and see what would oome — then I 
would seek for Harry Mason." 

Warner paused for a moment, and turning to his 
interested listener said, " I was standing in the long 
thoroughfare (you know it well, mi padre) which leads 
on to the Vera Cruz gate, and suddenly the distant 
sound of mn£9ed drums fell on my ear from the opposite 
direction. Some great man was about to be borne 
to his last resting-place I thought, and strained my 
eyes to catch the first ^impse of what was evidently 
an advancing cavalcade. In the far distance loomed 
that immense building which you, my father, will 
remember as the palace of the Viceroys, but which 
when I saw it in reality was prison, palace, and public 
library. From out this building in my dream issued 
a military guanl of horse and foot to the slow mtisic 
of the muffled drums. Behind the soldiers walked the 
officers of justice, followed by some thousands <rf 
persons, each carrying an ornamental lantern enclosing 
a lighted candle. Yon guess, my father I " 
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" Qo on, my son, go on ; toll me att tlie Tjaion, 
every detail of it." 

''Slowly the mournfiil proceMion adraiioed, and 
when those who carried the li|^ted candles h|kl paaaed 
by I saw an innumerable company of Frandacans and 
Dominicans, every third man carrying an enormous 
cmcifix." 

The padre nodded, he knew well what waa coming. 

'* At intervals of perhaps two minutes, each omcifiz 
was simultaneously raised on high, while every religious 
ezohtimed in tones deep as the muffled drums, ' Look 
to the Lord ! Look to the Lord ! ' Immediately 
behind the priests were two men, to whom the invoca- 
tion was evidently addressed. You wiU know, my 
father, that they were prisoners on their way to execu- 
tion. Poor creatures ! I once saw such a sight in 
reality, and my pity and horror were as keen in my 
dream last night as upon that single occasion of which 
I was a spectator. The unhappy criminals were attired 
in white wooUen gowns and cape, upon which red 
crosses had been sewn, and so overcome by emotion 
were they that had they not been supported, they 
would have fallen from the asses upon which they were 
seated and to which they were attached by irons. 
I shuddered at the spectacle they presented, and as 
women and children fell upon their knees and with 
dimmed eye and trembling Hp besought Heaven's 
mercy on the doomed, my feelings became almost 
unbearable. Suddenly I remembered Harry Mason, 
and eagerly scrutinised the prisoners. Was it possible 
the fair one could be he ? I felt myself choking, yet 
in my poor Spanish endeavoured to extract some 
information from my neighbour. Yes, one was an 
Engliflhman, a wicked creature, a fiend incarnate, 
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who had robbed, had muzdered, had oommitted 
sacrilege, and now was about to receive the due reward 
ci bis deeds. Hia name ! I feverishly inquired. 
That my infonnant did not know. Mason ? Ah, 
yee, Henriquez Mafl<m, that was the nanu. 

" Then, in naad haste, I tamed to fallow the pro- 
cession to give the prisoner his father's message. 
Thrustang aside every person and thing that impeded 
my way I mahed, I fonght, I straggled, yet I got no 
nearer to the object of my efforts. As in a nightmam 
I panted, and was all but sofiocated in my attempt to 
reach that culprit. It was not to be, toT when at length 
I found myself in the open space before the Vum Cnu 
gate, from one <rf the two bc^ gallows standing there 
swung the lifeless form of the Englishman. And I 
awoke crying, ' Too late ; my God, too late I ' " 

As Warner finished, his recital he covered his eyes 
with his hand, as if to shut out the awful picture. 

Upon his over-strained imagination the voice of 
Padre Geronimo fell calmly. " My son, that was a 
vision from Heaven 1 8u padre de Ynatra le Bama* ; he 
longs to ask yoox forgiveness. You must go to him 
quickly lest it be too late." 

W&mer rose, and for a moment or more as he paoed 
before the little breakfast-table he remained silent. 
Then he said, " Naturally you give that interpretation, 
mt padre, and when I toll you that on his death the 
estates and title most pass to a distant biaoch of the 
family not bearing even the name of Warner, it may 
well be that the Marquis should, and does, feel some 
remorse." 

" Pass to a distant branch t " echoed the priest. 

* Your fstlMr is oslUag joa. 
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** How can that be t Where then ne the biothen of 
your grace ! " 



** The eldest died last Augosty soon after my flying 
visit to Enj^and, and from the ofaitnary notices (which 
you may be snre I read with great interest) I learned 
that my only surviving brother, now Bari Tower- 
mains, is in such weak health the doctors do not expect 
him to outlive the Marquis. Both brothers are 
childless, indeed, the elder one never married, so it 
may well be that my father thinks with regret upon 
having banished me/' 

*' Estay seguro de eao,"* said the padre, softly. ** But 
you will go to him, Jaoobo, before it is too late 1 " 

'' Mi padre, it is already too late," returned Warner, 
sadly. ^'Parting in anger, as we did, the vows we 
then made that we would henceforth be as strangers to 
each other were manifestly registered in heaven and 
we must each abide the consequences." 

** But now, even now, you should speak, my son ; 
for it is surely right in the sight of God and the blessed 
saints that father and son be reconciled before death 
parts them indeed for ever. Ah, Jacobo, go not down 
to the grave without trying at least once more to 
remove from your soul the stain of that terrible oath. 
Believe me, this vision is a heaven-sent picture of your 
father's heart. You must not shut your eyes, nor 
dose your ears, or greater sorrow will befall you in the 
world beyond this, when the books are opened and 
every man shall be judged by the deeds recorded there." 

** But some deeds can never be undone, mi padre," 
said the younger man, the throb in his voice proclaim- 
ing how greatly he was moved. ^' Nothing has been 
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the same since I made that oath, and if I had not be- 
liered that the only thing left for me was to stand and 
take my deserved punishment vithoat a mormar, I 
might long ago have tak«i my life, so valueless did it 
at one time appear." 

" But now, my son," orged the other, " now yon will 
go to the Marcheee ; now, ev«i at this eleventh bonr, 
you will see him and tell how God and the blessed saints 
have preserved you to each other." 

filowly " Lord Jim " shook his head. " It is im* 
posaiUe tor me to open my lips now," he said, " im- 
possible ! I am not the boy I was when the Marquis 
and I parted. None would recognise me for the same. 
Then I have no proofs oS identity to offer. TAy 
marriage certificate, the miniatures of the Marqui» 
and Marchioness, ^^re are they 1 Either lost or 
wilfully suppressed. Besides, the monument in St. 
Mary's commemorates my death thirty years ago, and 
the newspapers last year referred to it in their obitnary- 
notices of my brother William. No, mi padre, as I 
said before, our oath was registered above and neither 
I nor the Marquis can abjure it." 

" But God and the blessed saints might wi^ it out,'* 
persisted the priest. And to himself he mnrmnredr 
" After ye have suffered awhile, stahlish, strengthen, 
settle you." 

As though he heard not, Warner continued, " It 
would be madness to speak now, with no credentials, 
no proof fA identity save only your word, mi padre. 
And what end would be gained by bringing an action 
in a court of law (for, believe me, the heir would 
rightly contest such a flimsy claim), since, on my death, 
the Marqnisate must pass to this distant branch of the 
family} No, no, let os not speak again on this question. 
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Later I shall tdl you of other droomataiioeB ccnmeoted 
with my visit to England. But now/' he continnedy 
'* I must leave my own conoerns for other and move 
pressing business. Can you, dear padre, without 
great inconvenience, go to New York with me veiy 
soon ? " 

The priest looked aghast at question and questioner. 
His fixed purpose for years had been to live and die on 
this island (unless Jaoobo needed him elsewhere) ; 
the island he fondly believed to be the identical San 
Juan Bautista discovered by his fellow-countryman^ 
the great Quiroe, in 1606, for was it not, although hilly, 
'* plain and even a-top " as described by that celebrated 
voyager ? And why should he go to New York ? 

^' It is about this gold of Isaac Bennett's,'' explained 
Warner. *^As a result of all the inquiries set afoot 
we are at last on the track of the Randalls. One of 
the letters I found on my arrival yesterday was from 
the principal agent I have employed in this business. 
He informs me that he hopes to have the heir in New 
York early in June and begs me to meet him there 
and bring you, too. I had the good fortune when in 
England last year to come across the Blue-book of tiie 
New Zealand Land Company, and discovered Fred 
Randall's name there as one of the claimants for redress 
from Government. As the address of each claimant 
was necessarily given, it greatiy simplified matters, 
as we knew exactiy where he was in 1852 (the date of 
the daim), and also that he had at that time a child, 
for whom he also claimed, whose mother, we have since 
ascertained, was Isaac Bennett's sister. I cannot tell 
you how thankful I shall be to be relieved of this trust. 
It seems we lost a great deal of time in prosecuting 
the search for so long in New Zealand, for the Blue- 
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book states that Fred Randall left the colony in '48 
c»r '47 and that he did not many till '40 or '60. Yoa 
will go, my father ? " 

" You think it is really necessary that I go ? " 

" I do indeed, and the change will do yoa good. 
It will seem Uke a new world to you ; we shall look in 
vain for our old lodgings by the Satteiy, now." 

" But I do not think then will be a steamer going 
for some time," said the priest, tentatively ; " and I 
must send to the Marais Fathers at Upolu if I am to 
leaye my people for awhile." 

" Suppose I go along to the harbour now, and find 
out what Teseels are expected," suggested Warner. 
" I have some baggage there, and a sail will be jost 
the thing for me." 

" Buenomihijo" retomied t^e padre, " there is now 
a fine breece. As you come back, go ashore by Takn 
wood and you will find me near the river. I go there 
to oatoh my favourite fish for you, and in your honour 
I take a holiday." 

" Hit gracia», mi padre I " 

And the two parted, secretly rejoiced tiiat the 
tension of the past hour would be broken by a temp(n<- 
ory separation. 
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If Warner Bet ont for a. tea miles' sail to the harboor 
in the hope (rf obliterating the impressioD oS the dream, 
iGieroaimo Encamaoion betook himself to Taku wood 
witii the express objeot of diBooreriag hia special 
duty in regard to it. 

Jacobo bad diBmissed it and the interjwetation 
Uiereof as beyond the bounds of consideration. But 
one must not stop the eare when Gk>d q>eaks. And one 
must have time to look into such matters, and silenoe 
end solitude. 

So the good priest called for Juan de Bios and hia 
fishing tackle, and having given his servant with the 
remarkable cognomen (John the Baptist) orders to 
bring lunch in three hours' time to the river-side, set 
out for the wood. With every appearance of haste, 
lest he should be delayed, he crossed the small table- 
land upon which stood the cottages of the natives and 
the coral church, and was soon beneath the shade of a 
fine avenue of immense vatu trees, their long tassels 
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of iHnk and f^te flowen filling the oil vith <ddieate 



Here, little brown, bare-breasted obildrMi ran fnnn 
their play that the good padie mi^t eign Aam with 
the sign of the Cross. Bat he did not linger witit tiiem 
as was his onstom, neither did he pauae to chat witii 
the scattered workers in the g&tden-plota of the natiTes 
• — gardens be had himself assisted to lay -oat, and nrfiich 
now looked gay with ^oesy-leaved oc^ee plants, pink- 
flowered tobaiKO olompe, and yellow-bloes(»ning ootton 
bashes. The padre's thoughts this morning were 
otherwhere, the cry (rf the dream-lather ringing im 
his ears, " I want him 1 oh, Qod, how I want him ! " ' 

Presently he had left the level land and was deecendf 
ing a hill clothed with trees about whose bark and 
branches the trailing coavcdvuloa had wreathed itself 
in dense ccnls, and at whose feet orchids sprang in 
loxoriant loveliness. Then oame ravines, their sides 
all but hidden by lofty tree~fems, Uie floor of the wood 
carpeted with wild cinnamon and nntmeg, and hen 
and there more stately flowering plants. Away below 
ran the river, sparkling wherever the son's rays pierced 
the gieegi timcery. There the wood was more op^ 
and a breeze from the sea peroeptiUe. There, also, 
above and beyond every otiier boon, was solitude. 

Without glancing at the bait Joan do Dioe had pro- 
vided, the padre cast his line and, oblivious of the 
necessity for silence if he would oatcdi fish, com- 
menced to think ^oud while he paced ap and down the 
bank. As at San Cailos, so here, whenever he desired 
to thrash out any question he betook himself to Bolitade, 
and ranging the prot. and cone, in opposition, after the 
method of St. ^latias, woold deliver himself of them 
in his BermoBt voiee. 
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But now he forsook the office of preacher, or rather 
regarded himself as both hearer and preacher combined, 
one who must equally endeavour to convince and be 
convinced. When Jacobo was with him the padre, 
invariably spoke English, as otherwise he had little 
opportunity of preserving his knowledge of that 
language. And this morning, as the matter he was 
about to discuss had reference solely to Jacobo, he 
unconsciously stated his arguments in English, broken 
at times, and occasionally sprinkled with Spanish. 

A remarkable figure he presented as he strode for- 
wards and backwards, fighting mentally for and against 
himself — a spare, tonsured figure, clad in gown of spot- 
less white eulu, from his neck depending a wooden 
cross, from his waist a rosary. 

'' It is not,*' he commenced, '^ that Jacobo is angry 
with his father. Oh, no ; in his heart there is no longer 
any anger towards anyone. No, it is not that ; 
Jacobo has always the good heart. But what says 
he ? He says, and has always said, ' I have done all 
in my power to unsay my wicked oath, but see, the 
oath still stands, it will not, cannot, be wiped away, 
so I will try no more, it is the law that I suflfer. I 
make the oath, I must then keep it. I must not again 
try to undo it or more sorrow will come.' 

'' BuenOy I say. But now let me go over all that he 
has done to put aside this great oath. First, he would 
write to his father more than twenty years ago when 
he came to me at San Carlos. He is determined so to 
do ; then he discovers that he is already dead in his 
father's sight, and that they have even put up the 
monument in their church in Inglaterra. So he does 
not write. He thinks his father wished him to be 
dead. Then he no more cares to live until the sweet 
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altera comefl, and again all is bright onoe more. 
They will go to the English lord and the bad vow ahall 
be now waahed out. Bat no. * To cno tn Dioa, but oh, 
what mj^Bteiy, what pain, what grief ! " 

And the speaker's voice throbbed with the emotion 
evoked by memory. 

" Now come I to the most grief^ful part — the time 
when Jaoobo givee np and will try no more to do away 
with the oath. Poor fellow ! f Lo eompadeeco de 
todo eorazon I Yee, it was in April, a day like thia, 
that I see Jacobo — Jacobo, who, fifteen months before 
I left so bright. I am then at Upolu where the Bishop 
had placed me. That mcmth he tells me to look for 
La Colombe — the ship of the Sodeti pour le progris dt 
Vocean — for it will bring me books and a Madonna and 
St. Joseph for the little ohoroh. So I am there on the 
shore just after matins, and I find La Golombe at 
anchor, and the mission priests who came in her on 
shore. They have only two hours, for the vessel goes 
to take them to other islands, so I talk with them and 
receive the books and the box with the Blessed Virgin 
and St. Joseph." 

Here the padre paiwed to cross himself, and perhaps 
to gain breath to describe what he had always regarded 
as the sapreme moment in his life at Upoln. 

*' They will see my church, so I walk with them, and 
we return to the shore, for La ColorrAe is raising her 
anchor. The priests go on board, I bid them farewell, 
I turn among my people who watch the ship, and I 
see there a strange man, and as I look he turns also 
from watching the ship, and when his look falls upon 
me he smiles, and I wonder and wonder till he is by 
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my side and saying % ' Padre mio «oy su hijo^ mi 
hijo Jaccho I ' Jaoobo ? Yes, yes ; I was {^ad, 
though all at once the sun seemed black, and beneath 
my robe I made secretly the sign of tiie croas. Jaeobo 
here ! He had quickly come to my station. And the 
beautiful seiiora, where was she ? And why is Jaoobo 
so thin, and his clothes — ^why so old ? 

But he will tell me every^iing, everjrl^iing, from the 
time I bid them adios before they marry. And he 
tells me how he is left on that terrible island Tristan 
D'Acunha found, far, far away from everycme, on his 
way to New Zealand, and how his heart was eaten out 
with sorrow. How he waits day after day, week after 
week, and month after month, yet no ship comes to 
take him away to England and the sefiora. At last he 
can wait no longer, but will go out, without telling 
anyone, in the frail boat on the open sea, and by good 
fortune, or I should say grctcicts a Dies, was picked up 
by whalers. He was almost drowned and his boat 
quite lost, yet he was smrely away from the terrible 
island. 

'' As he tells me these things I ask myself ' Why, 
why, and again why, should such troubles come t' But 

to him I said only, § V ^ P^^^ ^^ ^^7^ ' ' '* 

'' The whalers were very kind, and though they were 
going round the Horn — ^not the right way for Jaeobo — 
they promise to put him on the first ship they sight. 
But it is dose to Juan Fernandez they are before they 
fall in with one, and that was La Colombt with the 
mission priests on board. The CapUan teUs him he 
will surely find a vessel for England at Updu, and 
Jaeobo had gone already to the British Consul to find 

* It ifl 1, your son — Jaoobo, my father. f And then, my son. 
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if this vere so before I came dovn to the shcffe. And 
J&cobo Tas glad — to-iiKMTow at noon a ship would call 
and sail for Wnglan^ Once mora he woold be wiUi 
the sefLora and all again be well ! " 

The padre paused for a moment to moisten hia lips. 

" Ah, the poor senora ! Jaoobo said, *' SUa time un 
motivo de trittesa,' bat -f ' £1 (En corona la obra.^ 

"To myself I said, {'£ten Vatgaa mal «t vienea 
tdh,* bnt I, too, hoped for the beet. 

" And now oomee the great, the crowning obstacle. 
It teaiB my heart, so I hasten. Jacobo most have other 
clothing, BO later we go to the store of tiie Yankee. 
While Jaoobo speaks to him I take in my hands 
The PoUfnwian from where it lies npon a bale of 
cotton-prints. And I see there something tihat makes 
me cry oat before I know what I do. 

" Jacobo tarns to me and say, § '^ Qui ftene Vueatra f 
I epeak not, then he snatoh the paper at which I am 
staring and reads that his wife is dead. 

II " Tocante & tao, no at que dedr. Dead ! Ah, God ! 
Dead in all her beauty and youth and happinees — 
dead for nearly seven months I My heart breaks for 
him. There can be no mistake ; her name, her age, 
her town that she was bom in, all so true. For the 
marriage name she had not yet taken. She wish not 
that the poor Irish know she is married. 

" What mystoiy, what pain, what grief ! Jaoobo he 
pushes the paper in his pocket and walks out away — 
away fnnn the ship— away to tbe hills. I follow ; I 
say, ' Tenga, poeteneia, earo hiji mio ; tranquUiceae 
Vated ; there will, perhaps, be some mistake.' 
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'' But he speaks not, and he walks fast, so fast that I 
can soaroe keep with him. On and on we go far up the 
mountain, apd the sun sets and the stars oome oat, and 
still he will not stop. Then all at onoe he staggws, he 
falls upon the ground, he can no further go. 

'' That night I go not to Vespers, ah, no ; I could not. 
I would not leave the poor stricken fellow. But he 
knew not that I carried him those miles back to the 
mission. At last he iB safe upon my mat and I give him 
water, but he say only, *^ To meahogo I Tomeahogo/^ 

'' Ah, those were sad days when no one must speak 
of these troubles. I must put away, too, the paper 
about the gold I find in his pocket, for the sight of it 
would bring back all his sorrow. He goes for weeks and 
months bUnd and deaf to all that went before he touched 
Upolu, and when one day I say, quietly, ' Will you not 
go now to InglaUrra and see your father and the brother 
of La Condesa ? ' he say, sharply, ' No, no. Do not 
speak of it ; I ought never to have tried to undo that 
solemn vow, for that I am now punished.' Then, 
more sadly, he say, ' They want me not, to them I am 
dead ; dead I will be.' 

*' I urge him, I say, '^ Quien sabe ? there may be a 
little son t ' 

'' But he turn roughly upon me, ' If we can be told 
of a death out here we can be told of a birth,' and he 
will listen no more to any entreaties. And that, for 
Jacobo, is the end. 

'' But for me ? No. So again I say, ^ I myself will 
send a letter to the Marcheael^ And Jacobo reply 
that if I do he will go away, away where none can find 
him. He say if his father want him why does he not 
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put again eome notdoe in The Potj/neaian, why not send 
some peofde to look for and find him 1 The marriage 
papep and the portraita the sefiora had with her, theee 
the Alarchese moat have, or if they are lost then there 
is the letter witb the heart-break whioh Jacobo wrote 
at the island D'Aounha found. Why, then, is not that 
letter answered ! And if everything be lost, then of 
what use to fight against Ood 1 So Jaoobo reply to 
my uigings. 

" And to-day oomee this vision of the father longing 
to ask his son whom he has banished to forgive him. 
Is it not that now I must at last speak, that I delay no 
longer 1 Yet, who knows if sorrow will not follow should 
I write to the Mareheae of Inflatara f If the vision 
be indeed not from above and I bring only more sorrow 
upon Jaoobo whom I love so well ? Ah, that an angel 
would come and tell me ' Speak,' or ' Do not speak,* 
for I know not what I must do 1 " 

The distress of the padre was so real he had lost all 
cognisance of bis surroundings. To all intents and 
purposes be was waiting at heaven's gate. He paused, 
his bead thrown back, his^ gaze fixed on the blue vault 
above. Would not some white-winged messenger 
oleave the air and by some definite prononnoement 
make duty unmistakably dear ? He waited, still 
expectant, only to start in genuine alarm when a quiet 
voioe behind him said, " Se ha aervido, mt padre t " 

Lunoh ready % How could that be 1 As yet the 
fish were not caught, much lees were they cooked. 
But Juan de Dice had not lived with Padre Geronimo 
for twelve years without knowing well, besides a few 
Spanish phrases, what osnally happened when his 
master " preached in Taku Wood," 

Privately be legarded these ■enn<HU as highly oon- 
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daoive to the oatohing of fish, for he found liMe diffi- 
culty in taking a goodly number about a hundred ymkb 
further down the fiver. Hie smoke from his earth oven 
was plainly visible when the padre turned at his ser- 
vant's voice, and there, in a jdeasant perspective was 
Jacobo, who had followed the stream up fiom the sea. 
On the quay he had opened some luggage whioh it had 
been impossible to bring from the haibonr yesterday, 
and when luncheon was over, to the great delight of the 
priest, he produced a number of beautiful photographs. 

There were views from and of almost every part of 
the worid — ^mountain scenery, arctic scenery, scenery 
of lake and plain; and there was much to teU and to 
hear, for Warner had visited in person at some time 
or other all the places represented. 

Presently he took from his breast-pocket a smaller 
set of views, and passing one over to his friend said, 
quietly, '' That is the churchyard where Eleanor lies, 
and that is her grave." 

"' You saw it, then, my son ? " and the padre's voice 
was very tender. " I am glad that you went to your 
town." 

^* No, no, I did not go to Hurstwick ; I could not 
have borne to tread those familiar streets. No, this is 
Friston-Boughton churchyard, the lovdy little village 
where she met death. I should like to tell you what I 
discovered there, and afterwards, my dear padre, we 
will not speak of these things." 

Then the younger man told how, after an expe- 
dition to Iceland, he last year summoned up courage 
to go to England for the first time since he left it 
a boy of nineteen. Sure that he would not be recog- 
nised, he had ventured to Friston-Boughton, and 
had been greatly surprised to find that his wife was 
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baried there and sot at Huistwiok, as he had always 
BOpposed. That he learned that her death was the 
result of an accident as she was posting to Huistwiok 
on her return from America, and (most singular and 
distreesing fact) that the stone above her grave bore 
the inscription : " Sacred to the memory of Eleanor 
Oavin Jones, nee Ronaldson, formerly of Hurstwick, 
who died November 10th, 1848, aged 27 years." 

At tiiia quotation the padre oould no longer refrain 
from interrupting the recital. " Oh, mi hijo" he es- 
<daimed, " my dear Jaoobo, it will be aa I hare always 
thought. There was a child. See, Uiere is the (dkild, 
hat no father for it, so they have put this name that 
La Condeea and her son shall not be evil spoken of. 
Ah, blessed mother of God ! If only you had gcme tiiere 
long ago ! But even now — did you not ask Uxc the 
child ? " he broke off to inquire, and awaited the 
answer with intense eagerness. 

" Dear padre," returned Warner, sad oonviotiou in 
his tones, " she left no child. These people with 
whom I stayed were quite certain cm tiiat point ; they 
would have heard (rf it if she had, they were sure. 
And when I tell you I stayed with the parish clerk 
and his wife, you may know I oould not have gone to 
a better source of information. This man (Davidson 
he is called) remembered pOTfectly the burial ol Eleanor. 
He told me who was at the funeral even. No," con- 
tinued Warner, in answer to an observation made by 
his companion, " no, the husband was not there. 
Davidson understood that Mr. Jones was in America. 
Someone who came over from Hurstwick to ^bo inaenX 
told him so. No, it^ was not Tom Ronaldstm, pro- 
bably his bank manager ; Davidson had foigotten ih« 
man's name. Jones was the name given at the 
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funeral, and as I UAd you jiiat now Jodm is the name 
upon the gravestone, though that had <nily been pnt 
up a few months before I was there." 

"' But then/' commenced the priest, greatly puzzled, 
''why marry her as they have, unless there were a 
child f She could not have " 

''Nay, nay, do not hint at such a thing,'' inter- 
rupted the other, as he strode up and down» his anger 
at the unspoken suggestion bardiy kept within bounds. 
"Let us not quarrel. No, she would never have 
married another had I never returned and she had 
lived to be a hundred." 

" Nay, Jacobo," returned the priest, tender reproach 
in his voice, " such a thought came not to my mind. 
But she may have given that name as hers, waiting 
till you could come and she should use her own, which 
isyours. See again, and that will prove that I am right. 
She gives this name because soon she will be a mother, 
or, if not, why should she not keep her own which 
she bears till her marriage ? The brother, you say, 
was not at the burial ; that is surely because he is not 
returned from New Zealand. She dies and none is 
there to whom she may tell of you. If she has already, 
before she is ill, called herself by this name Jones, she 
cannot afterwards change it. But she would not (I 
say it with all my heart) have taken this name had 
there not been a child." 

Warner had listened patiently to this long explana- 
tion, then he said : " What you say, my padre, may 
be true in some respects, yet the fact remains, there 
is and was no child." 

^' I think those people must be wrong who told you 
there is no child. Was it before their own door that 
this accident comes ihat they know so surely there was 
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no child, or was it not far from their cottage in a f ai^ 
away hacienda f And the padre of the English 
church and the people at whoee house La Condeea died, 
have yon not seen and spoken with them all 1 *' 

"No, I saw none of them. The clergyman, who 
has only been there about two years, was not in the 
Tillage then, so I could not Bee the books, and what 
excuse could I have made to the people who wwe witii 
Eleanor at the last ? If they knew her aa lbs. Jones 
what good could I do by going and upsetting their 
ideas T No, I was better away from them, more par- 
ticnlariy as I should have probably stumbled uptm my 
brother-in-law there." 

" The SeiSor Ronaldson t " exclaimed the priest, in 
great astonishment. " Why should he go there now, 
since that his sister has been dead so many years ! " 

" It seems these people (they are maiden ladies) have 
brought up a child of his almost from babyhood,*' 
explained Warner. "The bc^ — for it is a boy-^was 
sent to Switseriand, I gat^iervd, when he was about 
twelve, and there was some talk of his going back to 
Friston last summer to meet his father there." 

" T^t is a strange story, my Jacobo," said the padre, 
his eyes fixed on his companion's face. " Why is the 
boy brought op away from his father and mother } 
Why is he not living at Hurstwick T Why is he kept 
away while he is a baby, boy and young man t Nay, 
answer me not, Jacobo ; I see yon oaimot toll. But 
now I will tell yon. That chUd v>iU be yotar own aon," 
he continued, with convincing impreesiTenefla, "and 
because you, bis father, have not oome forward to 
own him he most be kept away from the friends (d 
his true parents lest evil shall be spoken of him and 
his motiier. Ah, Jacobo," and the dd nuui ran, aod 
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tenderly laid his hand upon the otiber's ahoaldBTt *^ be 
not like yoor father, the MmnhuB^ but go quickly aad 
claim your son. Let him not soffer for your aileiioe. 
Delay no longer/' 

It was in^KMsible to remain nnnuyved during this 
invocation, and it was some litUe time before Warner 
had his vdoe suffideaotly nnder control to repty. 
Then, linking the priest's arm in his, and raising Ids 
head as if to take in fresh strength from the beanty of 
the azure sky as it canopied the wood and stream, he 
said: 

''Dear padre, you are mistaken. I have no son. 
This boy bears the name of Jack Ronaldson. There 
is no manner of doubt about it. Davidson, the derk, 
was present at the child's christening and has seen 
the entry in tiiie church book fifty times or more ; 
so that he knew it by heart and repeated it for my 
benefit. I had to explain that I was very distantly 
related to some Ronaldsons, and had been struck by 
the name on a gravestone in the churchyard." 

'' But the boy — what was in the church book 
about him t " inquired the padre, with almost feverish 
anxiety. 

'' This : ' John, son of Thomas and Eleanor Ronald- 
son, of Hurstwick.' " 

'' Eleanor I " echoed the priest, as a di*owning man 
clutches at a straw. 

'' Yes, Eleanor, but Eleanor is not an uncommon 
name, though Eleanor Gavin is. You see, dear padre, 
if this boy were my Eleanor's son, he would naturally 
be known by the same name, Jones — you see that ! " 

'' No, no, my son ; I cannot see anything but this : 
that the boy you have heard of iB your own child. 
Do not ask me to believe he is not^ for the angd I but 
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now prayed iar has oome into my heart and has told 
me this. And last night the vision has oome to you 
of the breaking heart of your father. Ah, dear Jaoobo " 
— and the Spaniard's tones fell as balm upon the 
wounded heart Warner had carried for years so bravely, 
so securely hidden — '' you have told me so often, you 
know, that at the centre of every flint is a sponge. 
Now it is that the Marchese has no longer the hard 
heart, but is crying out for you that he may see 
you before he goes hence and is no more. Your 
father and your son both call you. You must heed." 

As the old man explained and entreated, Warner 
listened and mused. What if, after all, things were 
as the padre had pictured ? What if be had been wrong 
in accepting Eleanor's death as an intimation tiiat, like 
Cain's offering, his effort to abjure his vow was and 
ever would be rejected ? Or that later theory of his 
that all he had suffered was but the natural, auto- 
matic consequence of his own and his father's wrong- 
doing, and that any further endeavour to undo the 
wrong was foredooined to failure. Ought he to have 
tried again ? But no, there could be no child or he 
would have heard of it long since. 

Yet, that Eleanor should bear the name of Jones 
distressed him beyond measure. It was a personal 
injury to her, so it seemed to him, to let it rest above 
her grave. But what could he do ? Having kept silence 
for so long how was it possible that if he spoke now 
his story would be believed and Eleanor righted ? He 
had suffered many things because of his oath, but that 
Eleanor should, to all posterity, go down as the wife of 
some unknown Jones was to crown sorrow with sorrow. 
He must brace himself, however, to bear what he was 
powerless to alter. 

21 
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'' No hay plazo que no se eumpla, ni denda que no 9e 
paque^^^* broke in Gercmimo, his faoe ag^ow with the fin 
of hope. 

'' Let us leave the matter now, dear padre," said 
Warner, rousing himself. *' You, who believe that all 
our life from start to finish lies in the hand of Qod, 
that a pressure from His finger here or there shapes it in 
this form or the other ; and I, who believe that we our- 
selves, or those connected with us, shape life by acts 
we elect to do or leave undone, shall we not each await 
with patience whatever Time may bring t We need 
not fear, I dare not hope, I must not, cannot, act." 

An orange-breasted dove cooed in an adjacent tree, 
the harsh clang of the Vesper bell, softened by distance 
rang through the wood. Yes, the friends could afford 
to wait. 



^All is not lost thftt Is delayed. 




Chaptbb IV. 

" He needs no other rosMry whose thiesd of lifp is strung with 
beads of love and thought." Thx Zxin> Avxsta. 

Whin Jack left Heather's Edge he had fully detei^ 
mined to go direct to Geneva. But on the passage 
from Dover to Calais he drifted into converse with a 
gentleman who, accompanied by two sons, aged re- 
spectively fourteen and sixteen, was making a tour of 
the Continent before returning to New York. 

Just as the boat entered Calais Harbour the American 
said, bluntly, " Say, can you make it convenient to 
go around with me and the boys ? If so, I'll make it 
worth your while ; you know the lingo, and you 
evidently know the places I want to see. My name 
is Chalfont Merridew, acting lawyer to the United 
States Treasury. I'm good for two hundred guineas 
and all ' exes.' till June next. U those terms suit give 
me your name and your hand. I want nothing more, 
for, if I don't know who I've got to deal with after 
half-an-hour's talk, my name is not Chalfont Merridew 
and I'd better let the President have my checks at 
once." 

Now Jack had given much thought on the railway 
journey as to what name he should adopt. To make 
use either of Jones or Bonaldson would be to insult his 
mother's memory, and he at last decided to take the 
first surname his eye fell upoli on reaching the next 
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station, so was able to reply without hesitation, as he 
offered Mr. Merridew his hand, ^' Warner, Mr. John 
Warner, sir." 

To his intense gratification he found himself, with- 
out further parley, attached to the travelling menage 
of this American with the prospect of seeing New York 
in less than twelve months' time. 

Jack's linguistic powers deprived the tour of that 
host of disagreeiables which invariably dogs the steps 
of the tourist who knows no language save his own. 
Mr. Merridew, thus at liberty to enjoy himself tho- 
roughly, was consequently annoyed on reaching 
Constantinople to find letters rendering his immediate 
return to New York imperative. Murmurs arose, too, 
from the young Merridews. Why might they not 
continue their travels with Mr. Warner ? Mr. Warner 
was, of course, very young, but three months' close 
companionship with him had convinced the lawyer 
that his sons could not be better off in older hands. 
So the desired permission was given, and the young 
people set out by themselves to visit the Holy Land, 
and later, Algiers, Moscow, St. Petersburg, and Beriin, 
One scde stipulation did Mr. Merridew make, and that 
was that the trio should reach New York not later than 
the coming June. 

So it happened that a week b^ore the Marquis of 
Pierhampton received the remarkable and gratifying 
news that he was a grandfather, his grandson, with 
the young Merridews, embarked at Hamburg for the 
States. Jack had immensely enjoyed the months 
spent in travel, and their influence upon him physically 
and mentally was very marked. 

Now he was about to set foot in America, Mid as 
soon as he had delivered himself of his charges it was 
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his intentioii to commence and follow up the search for 
his father. There must be people, even at this distance 
of time, who remembered his mother; it was absurd 
he told himself, that all trace of her should have been 
lost, llie banker had failed because he had been afraid 
to push inquiries. Jack had no fears ; moreover, it was 
imperative he should have a name to offer Jo. before 
he made formal application for her hand to the carver 
next November. Mr. Merridew had been extremely 
liberal, so the search would not prove abortive for lack 
of funds. 

That gentleman, however, seemed in no hurry to 
lose sight of Jack, and the sons were full of plans to 
make him acquainted with ^^ the land o' freedom." 
At dinner on tiie nig^t of their arrival, a campaign on 
New York CSty, to be made on the* morrow, was 
eagerly discussed. 

But with the entrance of dessert and the retirement 
of the servants, the lawyer brought forward aBo/thtst 
proposition. 

'' I had almost forgotten," he exclaimed, *'' but 
whatever you do or leave tmdone to-morrow, remember 
you are all expected to be at the Hotel London at four 
oNdock." 

" Some horrid call, I suppose," said Granger, the 
younger of the brothers. ^' I hate making calls, and 
a call at that hour will break into the day and upset it 
altogether." 

^'You've plenty of days before you," returned his 
father ; '" Mr. Wan^r is not going to leave ue yet 
awhile." 

'^ And you'll never forgive yourself if you don't 
go," remarked Miss Ifarridew^ the lawyer's maidiNi 
sister, who had ocoupied the place left vaeant at 
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her brother's table eyer since his wife's daatti twelve 
years befcure. ^'Bat tell them, Qialfont, aboafc the 
people they are to see ; when they've heard the story 
they'll want to go fast enough. It's more like a fairy- 
tale than anything I've heard since I was in my teens." 

'' Pray let us hear this modem fairy-tale, sir," said 
Horatio, the elder brother ; ^' I'm rather too well- 
travelled," he continued, with mock pretentiousness, 
'^ to go into heroics over a trifle." 

" Well, here it is, and I'll wager you will have 
nothing so pretty or so singular among sdl your newly- 
acquired old stories. I shall condense as much as 
possible. Once upon a time " 

"' Oh, come now," interrupted Granger. 

'' Well, we'll consider the preface as said, and without 
further circumlocution or use of legal phraseology be 
it known unto you all and severally that in the jrear 
1844 — ^three years before the outbreak of the Cali- 
fomian gold fever — one Isaac Bennett, sometime 
first mate on the Boston sloop, the Falcon^ ' struck ile.' 
In other words, he wandered into the San Joaquin 
Valley, from thence to the Nevada Foot Hills, and there 
found gcdd. And continued to find it, and in coarse 
of time (two years) filled a cave with the findings 
thereof." 

^' Draw it mild, father," interposed Granger. 

'' That is exactly what I am doing, my child. Be- 
hold, then, a cave, three feet long and seven feet 
high, neariy full of fine gold upon which three or four 
valuable nuggets rest. Remember, too, that this 
cave is or was, situated on the Foothills of the Nevadas, 
which at that period scarce knew the foot of any 
human being save the gentle savage Indian." 

'* And the cave has only just been discovered with 
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the goldfinder's last will and testament out in omci- 
form characters on the rook," ventured Horatio. 

^' Nothing of the sort, my dear fellow, as you shall 
hear. In October, 1846, the gold amasser comes to 
grief, meets with an accident which proves fatal. 
The air is already darkened by the vultures who im- 
patiently await his last-drawn breath, when a stranger 
appears upon the scene, disperses the vultures and 
gives the man aqtui ardenieV 

'* Wounded man makes him his heir. Lucky 
beggar ! " 

^' Not so fast, Granger. The nuggets are pressed 
upon the new arrival, who turns out to be no stranger, 
but a passenger on board the vessel in which the said 
Isaac had been an officer before he went into the 
Boston trade. Isaac, revived by the spirit, recognises 
his sucoourer who, by the bye, bears the same name 
as yourself, Mr. Warner." 

And the lawyer turned and bowed to Jack. 

^' Perhaps he'U prove a cousin three times removed, 
and you'll come in for the yellow boys, Mr. Jack. 
That would be a capital finale to this lengthy modem 
fairy-tale. Can't you hurry up a bit, father ? " 

" Well, the gold dust is to be despatched to the 
finder's sister, and Mr. Warner, the new arrival, pro- 
mises the dying man that she shaU have it, though at 
the time he gave the promise he had no idea that 
he was undertaking such a big job. I'll leave you to 
imagine for yourselves the difficulties attending the 
transport of this gold aoross the San Joaquin Valley, 
just when our people were making a raid on the country. 
However, this Mr. Warner in due course reaches the 
Bfission of San Carios outside Monte Rey. There he 
faUs ilL The Mission has been sold by auotion, Ubit 
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purchaser oomes to take pofiBeaBum. These events 
happened nearly twenty-thzee years ago, and ten days 
back the money reached for the first time the hands 
of the rightful ownw.'' 

'* But how did they get the gold away from the 
Mission ? '' 

''Ah, I thought. Granger, you would take the 
thing seriously at last." 

And Jack was evidently as greatly interested as the 
brothers. 

'' The deus ex machina in the case was one <if the 
Mission Fathers, who succeeded in getting the invalid 
and all the gold on board a vessel bound for this port. 
In due time the specie was transported to Washington, 
and has lain in the States' Treasury awaiting its 
rightful owner ever since. Of course, we have made 
use of the money, and have paid for the use of it. We 
wanted cash very badly in those days, and if this unex- 
pected windfall did not actually avert national bank- 
ruptcy I may safely say (at this distance of time) that 
it lai^ely influenced our determination to purchase 
California." 

" Well, I never ! The fairy-tale is actually budding 
into an historical event," remarked Horatio, while 
Jack followed with the question, 

'' Why wasn't the gcdd claimed before, sir ? " 

'' The Sarah Bennett could not be found, perhaps 
because the Mr. Warner, who in the spring of 1848 
himself set out for New Zealand (where she was then 
said to be), was unfortunately stranded on ti&e island 
ot Tristan d'Acunha en rouie, and it was months before 
he had an opportunity of getting away. Then he was 
taken just in the contrary direction, to the Samoan 
and there fell ill. I believe his illness was 
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caused by some domestic befeavement, but of this 
I am not certain. I know, though, that nothing 
was done in respect of the claim for seven or eight years, 
when this Mr. Warner wrote giving ns this explanation 
of his long silence. Since then he has been inde- 
fatigable in his efforts to fulfil his trust to the dying 
Bennett, and his efforts are at length crowned with 
success. After a most careful examination of all the 
facts we are convinced the rightful owners have been 
discovered, and you are aU to go and have a look at the 
fortunate ones to-morrow between four and six o'clock." 

'' It's not half a bad story. Aunt Sarah," remarked 
Granger, with amusing patronage, "' but tell us, 
father, how much money there is." 

'' Well, I'll tell you what it amounts to in English 
pounds, and you can work it out in dollars at your 
leisure. It's a nice little sum, and we've nursed it well ; 
just now it amounts to something like a quarts of a 
million pounds English." 

'' My word ! That's something worth having ! " 
observed HOTatio; ^' but then as like as not it will soon 
be scattered. People who are not used to money, 
and have a fortune all at once showered upon tlmn 
rarriy use it wisely," he continued, with the air of 
rhomme sage. 

'' What sort of a chap is tiie heirl" was Granger's 
next question. 

'' You must go and see for yoursdf," replied Merri- 
dew, seniw, and his eye twinkled if it did not in reality 
wink across to his sister. ^' Now don't put on any 
patronising airs, Horatio," he continued ; -^ I shouldn't 
be surprised if you find quite a family part^ to receive 
you ; very likely the old IfisiioB Father as well as 
Mr. Waitier. They have begged that the afiair mi^ 
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be kept as much as possible out of the newspapen. 
indeed, they appear most anxious to avoid anything 
like publioiiy." 

'' They want to avoid being squeeied, I expect/' 
interpolated Merridew major. 

'' I don't know about that» but I know they have 
declined several introductions I offered tiiem. How- 
ever, as I have had the sole conduct of the case for 
the Treasury and they are pleased to express them- 
selves as thoroughly satisfied wth my methods, they 
could scarcely refuse me when I proposed that the 
members of my family should pay a complimentary 
visit before they leave for England/* 

'' It's a pity they are so anxious to return," 
remarked Aunt Sarah, ''it would only be fair to 
spend their money where they found it." 

Jack had listened with mingled feeUngs to this 
curious history. At first, with the indifferent interest 
one gives to purely impersonal matters, then, when 
a Mr. Warner proved to be an important factor in 
the story, an apprehension seized him lest unpleasant 
consequences should follow were the false and the 
true Warner to meet. He would formulate an excuse 
for not accompanying the Merridews on their visit 
to these nauveaux riches. 

Hitherto, Jack's self-appropriated surname had 
caused him not the slightest inconvenience, no one 
had ever questioned his right to it, or had even ventured 
to ask whether he was a member of the Warner family 
of Blank, in Blankshire. Granger Merridew's curiosity,, 
it is true, had led him in the early days of their ac- 
qaaintanceehip to suggest that it would be wiser to 
have one's own name painted on one's travelling bag 
rather than some one else's. For Jack, determined 
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to cany away everything that had belonged to his 
mother, was using his mother's bag which, until he 
laid hands upon it, had never been touched since 
Bonaldson ransacked it twenty years before. As he 
now silently resolved to avoid any contact with this 
other *Wamer, he was struck by something that 
seemed familiar in the narration of the '"modem 
fairy tale " by the lawyer. It would indeed be a re- 
markable coincidence if two people, in the very same 
year, should leave America for New Zealand and each 
be prevented reaching that colony. Could it be 
possible that here was a clue which, if followed up, 
might bring him the information he so earnestly 
desired ? Th^i and there Jack silently determined 
that nothing should prevent his making one of the 
party of callers on the morrow, and more impwtant 
still, that he would confide everything to Mr. Merridew 
without delay. Naturally he would be his best ad- 
viser, for not only had he proved himself a friend, not 
only was his legal ability of the highest, but he had 
knowledge, personal knowledge of the United States 
and New York City. So that summer night in 
Central Park, he introduced the subject as they two 
stood together in the Belvedere. 

''My mother was married in New York City 
or State,*' he commenced, " and I am anxious to 
discover the church where the ceremony took 
{dace." Then, feeling that it would be wiser to tell 
the whole story as Miss Barnard had detailed it, he 
did 80. 

His listener was deeply interested, it was a case after 
his own heart. Cautious, though, as lawyers should 
be, he committed himself to no opinion, tiioug^ he 
bid Jack be of good cheer. 
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'Til sleep on your story, and we wHl formqlate 
some plan towards the solution of the myBttay to* 
morrow. At present I do not think I would advertise 
for particulars of the marriage. Our population has 
been almost nomadio during the past twenty yean, 
and the event will not be fresh in any one's memory. 
I grant you it would very probaUy have brought an 
answer had your unde advertised when he came over 
after your mother's death. But, you must remember, 
in ' the forties ' newspapers were not sown bfoadoaat 
over the land as they are at the present day. ¥7hers 
did you say you were bom 1 " 

^^ In Derbyshire, England.'' 

•* Yes ; but where ? " 

*' At the village of Friston-Boughton, or rathw at 
a smaU farm-house about four miles from the village." 

'' Ah ! indeed ! And But we'll talk again to- 
morrow, for here cotne the boys." 

Although Jack made no reference to the fact that the 
Mr. Warner of ^* the modem fairy tale " had been 
prevented reaching New Zealand the very year that 
his mother had spoken of her husband as having 
been delayed on his way thither, [the ooincidenoe 
had not failed to strike Mr. Merridew. " I must 
draw the old Mission-Father," was his unspoken 
oonmient. 

An invitation for Miss and the young Merridews to 
take lunch witii lelativeB next day enabled the law3rer 
to carry outaproject he had formed in the small hours 
of the morning. 

'*CSertainly you must go to your Uncle Ben," he 
said, when tiie boys made objection. "I'll take 
charge of Mr. Warner. He can drive to the office 
with me and we'll meet you all at the Hotel London 
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at four o'clock, when I shall introduoe you to my 
clients." 

'' You didn't tell as how these noupeaux riches are 
caUed," remarked Granger. 

'' Your father told you, my dear/' said Aunt Sarah, 
for the lawyer was occupied with his letters, ''that 
the Sarah Bennett married a Mr. Randall." 

'' Oh, Randall, quite an ordinary English name ; 
but that won't be good enough for them now. You'll 
see they'll be coming out as Vere de Veres before long." 

Aunt Sarah smiled, she liked to see young people 
happy. 

" Randall pire now, will be some fat, pompous 
creature with fat capon-lined." 

'* Don't be an ass. Granger," interrupted the elder 
brother, severely. 

'' And Randall mire,*^ continued the younger, nothing 
daunted, '' will have red cheeks, red nose, red elbows 
(she'll be sure to have her elbows on show), and hair 
to matoh." 

" Shut up, siUy ; it's a pity there are no sophronista 
stones to throw at your head, you'll never learn dis- 
cretion," remarked Horatio. 

Then, turning and addressing himself exclusively 
to his aunt and Jack, he said, in his most sententious 
manner : 

'' It's always a mistake (in this case, oi course, a 
misfortune) when the wife has the money ; it humiliates 
tlSe husband and brutalises the wife." 

This observation produced a general outburst of 
hilarity — Horatio's wise sayings contrasted so strangely 
with his hobble-de-hoyhood. 

'' What's this ? A Daniel come to judgment ? " 
exclaimed the lawyer, rising, as a servant entarad to 
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say the trap wbb in readiness. ** We mnst be off now, 
Mr. Warner." 

And, as the boys accompanied their seniors into 
the hall, Horatio whispered to Jack, *' Don't foif;et to 
make up to your namesake this afternoon ; he had the 
nuggets, you know ! " 



Chapter V. 

" I'm Borry that I spelt the word, 
I hate to go above you. 
Because," the brown eyes lower fell, 
" Because, yoa see, I k>ve jron ! " 

*'I SHALL drive Mr. Warner towards West Point, 
Vedder, so take the cars and meet us atVesey Street 
not later than half-past eleven." 

The groom touched his hat and turned in the direc- 
tion of the stables, while the lawyer and Jack set out 
unattended. 

'* Now we can speak freely," remarked Mr. Merridew, 
as they bowled along Fifth Avenue. " I want a few 
more particulars before deciding what course of 
action to pursue. Your case interests me greatly, 
and, as the Randalls have been discovered after a 
lapse of twenty-two years, I see no reason why your 
missing parent should not be unearthed. But I 
must honestly tell you that, so far as I am able to 
judge you have acted foolishly in coming to an open 
breach with your uncle. Granted that his appearance 
(which annoys and mystifies you) is a self-imposed 
penalty for some folly of his youth, granted even that 
he is a liar as well as bungler, I still maintain it 
would have been wisdom on your part to have kept 
in touch with him." 

As Jack slowly shook his head the lawyer contintted. 
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''There most be money to come to yoa from your 
mother, I should imagine, 'and " 

'' Perhaps he has expended it all on my education 
and bringing up, sir ; if so, I shall have the joy of know- 
ing that I am not indebted to him for anything." 

Mr. Chalfont Merridew regarded his c<mipanion 
narrowly, silently questioning the source of so much 
bitter resentment. His next utterance chased the 
flush from the young man's cheeks, leaving them of 
lily whiteness. '' Who is she f '* was the short, 
simple, significant inquiry. 

Now Jack had made up his mind to leave Joanna's 
name entirely out of the case, and had repeatedly 
assured himself that the reasons he had given Mr. 
Merridew for his breach with the banker were more 
than sufficient to explain and justify that act. The 
lawyer evidently thought otherwise, and it was manifest 
he would not now be gainsaid. Indeed, his professional 
success he largely, though privately, attributed, 
to the r6le of confessor which he invariably assumed 
towards his clients. 

'' I will tell you everything," commenced Jack, but 
stiU he hesitated. To speak of his love at aU was a 
hard matter ; indeed, what bearing could it have on 
the case ? 

''Let me help you," said Merridew, kindly. ''She 
is beautiful, good, accomplished, but unacceptable 
to your uncle because she lacks wealth and position." 

" That is exactly the case," cried Jack, relief and 
gratitude apparent in his tones. " You can't know her, 
though ; how did you manage to guess so correctly ? " 

" I don't know her ; of course not. She's no country- 
woman of mine I should say — certainly not a New 
Yorker ? " 
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''No, indeed;' returned Jaok. "She and I did 
lessons together away at Friston-Boughton until I 
was fourteen. WeVe known eaoh other evw since 
we were quite small ; but, as I told you last night, 
I was sent to Switzerland for six jrears, and when I 
went baek last August and saw Jo., — I mean Miss 
Dayenant — I " 

'' Confound you, Bess ! Why can't you behave 
yourself f There, there, my pretty ! So, so, that's 
better. I beg your pardon for interrupting you, 
lir. Warner, while I congratulate you on keeping 
your seat. Bess has few tricks, but, unfortunately, 
only indulges in them when one is off guard. You're 
allright,Ihopef " 

Jack was all right, though he confessed it was 
almost a miracle that he had not been diot on to the 
road. 

'' And there was nothing for her to shy at," he re- 
marked. ''To rear up like that for nothing seems 
scarcely natural. Perhaps some part of the saddle 
is pressing; or a dragon fly might have stung her. 
Shall I get down and haul her over I " 

"She's all right now. I must be more careful. 
Bat please continue your story. This lady Miss — 
who did you say f " 

" Ifiss Davenant," replied Jack. 

"What fault has your uncle to find with her? 
Has he seen her ? " 

" I don't think so ; I don't know. But I do know 
that he authorised Miss Martha Barnard, in whose 
house I was bom, and where I lived till I went to 
Switzerland, to tell me he would never give his con- 
sent to my having anything to do with Joanna. Miss 
Barnard was very insulting about it ; his monqr, she 
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said, would never be thrown away upoa h$t. (Hi, 
she was extremely mde." 

To Jack's astonishment the lawyer ehneUed. 

'' Excuse me/' he said, '' but I oan't hd^ being 
amused when I hear of a stontish old maid plantiog 
herself as a dam in the tidal wave of young krre. 
She's boond to go under, you know ; it's only a mattsr 
of time and tide. But what surprisee me is this: 
your uncle knowing ytm, ought to know, just as truly as 
I did, that 3rou could not care for any giii who was not 
worthy of his and your position." 

''Thank you," said Jack, grmtefuUy. **Biit Mr. 
Ronaldson knows far less of me than yon do. He 
has never seemed to wish to gain my confidence or 
affection." 

'"Yet he offers you a good price for your com- 
panionship now," observed Merridew. 

" Yes, but he wouldn't meet Jo. as an equaL" 

'" So as he wouldn't receive her, you determined to 
have nothing to do with him t I don't blame yon. 
I should have thought he would have been thankful 
for you to have mairied a nice, good girl, such as you 
describe. It's rather a risky matter to advise young 
lovers (for one thing advice is about the last thing 
they'll take, so I rarely offer it). But I don't miftd 
telling you that if your lady friend is all yon say, I 
should stick to her, money or no money." 

" I couldn't think twice about it," said Jack, simply, 
'' and that makes me so anxious to find my true name. 
I wouldn't offer her Mr. Ronaldson's at any priee. 
And I shall have to work to make her a home. But 
you must know, sir, that I haven't spoke to Joanna 
yet." 

** Not spoken to her t " exclaimed the lawyer, 
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as he solemnly shook hia head. "Foolish, vety 
foolish. U 70a don't tell a pretty ffA you love her 
befcare you leave her, the ohanoes are ten to one that 
some other fellow will, and when yon return with 
name and fortnne aeoored yon may find yoor hird 
already oaged or flown." 

" But I told her nnole, ib. Davenant," rej<»ned 
Jack, who, recalling the secret that had leapt to 
the giri's eyes in Hhe moment of parting, would not 
be depressed ; " he knows my love for her, and he 
knows that as soon as I have found my true name I 
shall ask him formally for Jo.'s hand. I do hope we 
may find it before next NoTember," oonoluded the 
yonng man, fervently, " for then I come of age." 

" Well, I'm f^ad you've spoken to the nnole. We 
have our work cut out, for November will soon be 
here. Now," continoed the lawyer, lapsing into 
his professional manner, *' did any incident in the 
narrative of the nouvBMue riches I detailed last night 
strike you as bearing on your case I " 

Jack nodded impressively. 

** Of course, it may be only a ooinoidenoe, yet the 
year, I take it, oorresponds, and the object of the 
voyage — New Zealand. We'll work this olue for all 
it's worth. We'll go this afternoon, half-an-hoor 
eaiiier than the boys, to the Hotel London, and if 
possible see iSx. Warner and the cAd Hission 
Father." 

" What about my using the name ' Warner ' ! 
Would you advise me to drop it now 1 " 

'* Certainly not. The use of it may help to inteo- 
duoe the sort of oonversatifni we are anxious for. 
I'm not sure whether he and the padre have re turn ed 
to New Tcnk yet. They aooompanie^the Bandalk 
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to Washington some ten days back when the Sarah 
Bennett money was made over by the Treamny, 
and from there they went on to IndSana to see 
the caves. Mr. Warner is great on goology. Indeed, 
he is a splendid all-round man, a great toaveller and 
(as I incidentally learned the other day) a oontributor 
to the chief scientific periodicals of the world. For 
a number of years scientists have endeavoured to 
find out who * J. B. W.' is, but no editor oould 
inform them. No money has ever been demanded for 
his contributions, and no address sent with them." 

" He must be a man worth knowing/' said Jack. 
'' I do hope he may help us." 

^' I hope we shall find him at the London this after- 
noon, we can then arrange an interview for to-morrow. 
But all this time I have shown you none of our lions, 
and here we are at Vesey Street, and there's Vedder. 
We'll get down." 

After bestowing a well-deserved pat on poor Bess 
the two men passed into the Broadway. 

'' I must show you something or the bojrs will be 
eaten up with curiosity as to our doings when we return. 
Twelve o'clock, I declare ! Well, we'll go in and have 
a look at Old Trinity. Yes, if the church itself is not 
old, its site is, and so is the parish. As for its wealth, 
well, Croesus himself was a pauper by comparison, and 
when I tell you that the original grant for church and 
parish was called Queen Anne's farm, and was made 
over to the city in her reign, you won't fight the question 
of antiquity." 

Some time was spent in the beautiful Gothic pile of 
brown sandstone, a young structure of five-and-twenty 
summers, standing where two of its ancestors had stood 

d fallen, its cool and calm interior contraatim^ 
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markedly with the glare and feverish bustle of tiie 
Broadway outside. The oaken pews with their carved 
sctoIIb and flowers reminded Jack of the less elaborate 
bat ancient carvings on the pew doors of Friston- 
Boughton Church. 

^en Mr. Merridew told the story of the brave 
curate, Mr. Inglis, who persisted, after the Declaration 
of Independence (and on one occasion in the face of a 
band of soldiers who entered the church with flags 
flying, drams beating, and bayonets pointed), in 
beseeching " Almighty God to behold with continual 
favour, our most gracious sovereign, King George." 

" His church was burned, himself sent back to 
England, while his sovereign, in true republican fashion, 
was thereafter included in the petition for ' all sorts 
and conditions of men,' " concluded the lawyer as they 
emerged into the outside glare. 

" And here is Wall Street," he continued, " as ever, 
spiritual and material forces rubbing shoulders. Thw 
is the arena where fortunes spring up like moshrooms — 
where, also, they are lost with equal celerity. Here 
the rail-aplitterB, the ' comer ' men, the creators of 
' bulls and bears,* jostle one against the other in their 
feverish quest for the almighty dollar. Now I most just 
call at my o£Soe, then we'll get lonch at Delmonico's." 

Luncheon over Mr. Uerridew remarked : 

" We must get rid ot this dust, and on all accounts I 
want you to make the beet appearance possible. So 
much depends upon a first impression. If you make 
a good one, Mr. Warner may open hie month in regard 
to bis past ; if not, we may whistie and wait indefinitely 
for the information we want." 

It was very good of his patron to take so much interert 
in his oonoems, Jack thought and openly aeknow^ 
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eyes until Mr. Menidew, no unmoved spectator, broke 
in upon the silence with well-simulated surprise : 

^ Then you know each other ! " 

" Know each other t '^ echoed Jack, finding Toioe» as 
he led Jo. to a seat. '" I should think we do know each 
other. This is Miss Davenant, the lady of whom I 
told you this morning." 

And the pride thrilling through the young man's 
tones made the lawyer somewhat apprehensiTe as to 
how he would act when the exact state of things had 
been realised by him. At present it was eyident he 
had not the slightest idea that Miss Randall the 
nottoetfe riche and Miss Jo. Davenant were (me and the 
same. 

'' But tell me how you come to be so far from dear 
old Friston 1 What a very long honeymoon your 
uncle has taken ; I thought he only intended to go to 
Paris." 

"We haven't seen The Gap since the wedding,'' 
said Jo.y making a great eff<^ to recovw her com- 
posure. '* I am longing for a breath of moorland air." 

'' You do look pale," remarked the young fellow 
with concern ; " I fear I startled you coming in like 
thiBt but I had no idea of seeing you, no thought but 
that you were back at The Qap where I so often 
picture you." 

He seemed unable to remove his eyes from the girl's 
face and for the moment had entirely forgotten the 
lawyer's presence. As for Jo., joy and ccmfusicm at 
this unexpected meeting had created a perfect tumult 
in her heart and she vainly struggled to BjfpeBX at 
ease. What would Jack say and do when he knew all ! 
And why, knowing nothing, had Mr. Merridew brought 
him this afternoon — ^Mr. Merridew, who was well awmne 
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flolt white silk in which roees of palest pink were en- 
woven, and whose adornment was priceless lace at 
wrists and throat, told him the truth he would never 
have guessed from its wearer's countenance. 

" My God, is it possible 1 " he at length exclaimed, 
almost in a whisper. 

Jo. was ready to siuk to the floor as she noted the 
effect of his recognition of the truth. The light of joy 
had vanished from his eye, his figure drooped, his whole 
attitude was that of one stricken sharply, suddenly, 
irrevocably. 

In deep distress, but with a world of tenderness in 
tone and touch, Jo. was beside him, her hand upon his 
arm, her (^orious eyes gemmed with unshed tears. 
But Jack saw her not, the unpretending richness of 
her gown claimed all his thoughts, for tiie story it told 
was the story of his own undoing. 

'VQu'cM iu donef^^ cried the girl, her voice trem- 
bling with emotion. *' Qu^ae iu done f Ecoutez I Je 
vais ftnoniur totUe suite eette fortune bHe; Ten par- 
lerai " 

At this moment the door at the farther end of the 
long room opened, and the nasal tones were again 
heard proclaiming the advent of ''Miss and Mr. 
Horatio and Mr. Granger Merridew." 

For Jack the tension was broken, and, seizing his 
hat, without look or word of farewell, he made his 
exit through a door on his left, and rushing down the 
staircase, was imaware that he passed and almost 
upset Mr. and Mrs. Davenant, who were 
to welcome their expected guests. 



Chaftxb VI. 

Farewell ! since all dMdes qb nofr, the liaart 
Muflt oome away. Mt ihaoAiB no loogar dan 
Fly to thy breaat and lodoe In Moret t&we : 
But like Btonn-diiTen bircw oatnestedt dart 
Hither and thither. Lo, in erery part 
Shattered I see my bower of patieooe^ bare 
My hope's green sarden, mln evenrwhete. 
Farewell ! now aU proclalniB it. Where thou art 
I may not be : theae eyes must lose their lights 
Silenoe invade mine ear ; death, death to all 
That yesterday was very life ! I call 
niese truths into my sonl — it will not hear. 
But smiles within me still, as one whose ear 
Is held by distant music in the night. 

Laurshob AiJu-^TAnmA. 

With the recovery of his physical powers Jack's mental 
faculties sprang at once into vigorous action, and as he 
stepped on to the busy thoroughfare the atmosphere 
of unrest surrounding him was reflected in the turmoil 
of his soul. There thought jostled thought, to be in 
turn hustled, thrown down and trampled upon by 
other thoughts equally boisterous and impetuous. 

Reasoning under such conditions was impossihle, 
yet Jack attempted it. Why had he been such a fool as 
to refuse the banker's offer 1 With the name and 
fortune Mr. Bonaldson had been ready to bestow 
he might have ventured to approach Jo., even in this 
hour of her wealth. As it was he, the nameless, the 
friendless, the poor was for ever cut off from her ! 

" By my own act, too, and in the teeth of the advioe 
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of those who only deeired my good." So he cried in 
bittemees of spirit, unmindful of the jostling crowds, 
who were indeed equally unmindful of him. 

" If I had had but the commonest sense I should 
never have left Heather's Edge without telling her of 
my love — never have risked the possibility of losing her. 
Iferridew himself said as much this morning. As it is, 
I've no claim on her, nothing to go back on, nothing 
to plead. I haven't even a name to offer her ! Life, 
fortune, love all staked on a single chance I The 
veriest bumpkin on the face of the earth would have 
shown more sense ! Now, now that she is rolling in 
wealth, how can I, how dare I go to her ? Lovers ? 
She'll have lovers by the score, and I, through my 
dumb foUy in the past, must stand aside, while they 
pretend to discover her excellencies — excellencies they 
would have been blind to were it not for the golden 
halo that surrounds her ! But how dare I talk like 
tim ? She is an angel, transcendent in beauty and 
goodness, and had I name and fortune and she were 
pMmiless, I could never, never be worthy of her." 

So, sometimes gaining audible expression, sometimes 
in a silence more oppressive than speech, the bitter 
conflict with circumstance waged in the young man's 
breast. Time was as heedlessly passed as the thxongers 
of the streets, and Jack was equally careless as to his 
whereabouts. 

As Old Trinity rang out the hour of five his elbowing 
career was brought to a sudden stop by the sound of 
a sharp, familiar voice, and he became, for the first 
time, aware that for the past hour he must have been 
hurrying round the square in which the Hotel London 
stood and before which he was now brought to a stand* 
still. 
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" No, young man, you shall not enter here ! I will 
not permit it ! " 

And the form of Mibs liartha Barnard seemed, to 
Jack's perturbed vision, to widen out indefinitely until 
it stretched across the spacious opening that gave 
ingress to the hotel. He had no idea this lady was in 
New York, but nothing in his present condition had 
power to surprise him. He was about to pass on with 
lifted hat when she seized his arm. 

*'And it will be of* no use for you to attempt to 
call later on, when Tm back in my rooms, for I shall 
give strict orders that Mr. Jack Ronaldscm is not to be 
admitted here." 

Perhaps something in the young fellow's appearance 
made her give pause, for she added in the nearest 
approach to an apologetic tone she could muster, 
*' I gave my word to your uncle that you should have 
nothing to do with Jo., and I'm a woman who keeps 
her word, as you know. I told him, too, that when- 
ever I knew where you were he should know, and he'U 
have a letter sent off to him to-night. I don't want 
to know your address — ^it wiU be for him to discover 
that if he wants it." 

Jack as yet had said nothing, but that he was in an 
extremely unpleasant position was very evident to 
Mr. Merridew who, at this moment appeared at the 
top of the hotel steps. Smothering all token of the 
relief he experienced at sight of him, he hastened to 
join the pair. With a bow to the lady, he said : 

*' Ah, Jack," using that familiar name for the first 
time, '' I want to take you over to Governor's Island 
before dinner. Please excuse him. Miss Barnard, he shall 
call and pay his respects to you another day. I think 
your number is 84, Fifty-seventh Street, is it not I 
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lliBB Haitha could soaroely believe her eyes as she 
saw the Amerioan lawyer, of whom she had stood 
somewhat in awe, frateniisijig with her former charge, 
who was in disgrace with ererybody on aooonnt of 
his obstinacy and independence. How had the two 
become acquainted. ABtonishment made her dtmib 
for a moment, and in that moment Menidew and 
Jack walked off together. 

Anxious to give the yoong fellow time to recover 
himself the lawyer chatted exclusively of passing objects 
as they wended their way to a theatre-box office. 

" I should like yon and the boys to see Joseph 
Jefferson in Rip Van Winkle. He's playing it at 
the Olympia to-night. I'll telegraph to my sister to 
come along with them after dinner. We'll take ours 
on Governor's Island and join them later." 

Jack was dimly grateful for an arrangement which 
would poet^ne bis pupils* inevitable diBcuB8i<m of the 
nouveaux richa, and more thankful still to find he was 
Dot expected to carry on a conversation with their 
father. 

" You must see Agnes Perry before the Old Broad- 
way close«," remarked the latter, when he and Jack 
were bowling down to South Ferry. To himself he 
said, " It would never do for him to see her to-night, 
he might be inclined to r^ard Old Love Lettera as 
prophetic. Agnee would unman him entirely." But 
his manner was extremely matterof-fact, and gav^ 
no indication whatever ^lat anything of an extra- 
ordinary nature had occurred. Yet Jack was not 
alow to discern and, with something like bitterness, 
apply to himself a certain aignificanoe in his com- 
panion's otherwise oonunonplaoe observatioiN. 

" There's a big thing we're pnttiiig iq>," ramarkad 
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the latter as they passed eztenshne boildiag opeta- 
tions newly commenced. '^ The plans for it ha^e been 
accepted by a specially appointed set of eommissioiien 
and endorsed as satisfactory, indeed, admiraUe, by 
many of our leading citizens. But if they an eanfed 
out we shall have a costly white elephant and an ii|^ 
one to boot. It's surprising how differently plans 
work out on paper, and in bricks and mortair.'* 

Jack pulled himself together. It was abundantly 
evident Mr. Merridew entertained no doubt thai his, 
Jack's, plans had been proved unworkable, and was 
anxious he should recognise the fact at once and form 
others. This attitude of the elder man was in itself 
a means of bracing. Yet Jack hesitated. His plan 
had cost BO much to make, he could not bring himself 
to destroy it at a moment's notice. Moreover, its 
destruction would mean the destruction of all that 
made life worth living. Yet if it must go t 

If a hope were doomed to extinction it certainly 
would be better for everybody that it should be 
quickly and effectually put out. That there would be 
fewer disagreeable odours in the woiid if people would 
deal sensibly with flickering hopes was an undeniable 
truism. But when Jack turned to look at his own and 
bring a sharp puff, puff to bear upon it, he found it 
burning as brightly as it had burnt this very 
morning — ^when he had pictured Jo. at The Gap in 
her always dainty attire, her harebell eyes hinting 
the secret they had surprised in her heart. Surely, 
surely, spite of Mr. Merridew's truism, the flame need 
not be extinguished. 

The delicious breeze from the ocean as they stepped 
aboard the steam ferry seemed rather to endow it with 
fresh life. 
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Ptesently the two were again on terra firma, and 
the lawyer was seriouBly narrating, to his uninterested 
oompanion, the history of Castle WiUiam (the oironlar 
battery of granite at the westernmost point of the 
island) in the amphithealare formed by its walls. It 
was a comfort to be away from the jostle and stir of 
the big city, now half a mile distant, but Jack tried 
in vain to simulate any interest, even in the story of 
the Confederate Beall's ghost, who was said to pace 
the parapet on moonlight nights. 

Yes, the view here was very fiae, he admitted. Tet 
Jack saw not the blinking waves of sea and river, as 
the sun in its setting poured a flood of light upon them 
they were unable to meet without flinching ; the deep 
tender blue of the hills on the other shore, as they stood 
out from their crimson background in the west, was 
unnoted. Vot him there was no colour anywhere, 
save only that flame of hope within his breast ; must 
he feed it, or must he blow it out t 

And Mr. Merridew became at length aware that he 
was overdoing his part, that his companion's enforced 
interest was waning rapidly. So, as they left the 
parapet and took their way along the quiet shore 
lying between Castle William and Buttermilk Channel, 
the lawyer Ubiew his disguise away and, motioning 
Jack to seat himself upon a block of granite on the 
grass, he at once attacked the question that occupied 
both their minds. 

In as few words as possible he told Jack what the 
latter had dimly surmised, that his love's name was 
in reality Randall, she being the only child of Sarah 
Bennett and Fred Randall. That her father and mother 
did not marry till 1849, upon Randall's return from 
New Zealand, and that the coufde went directly after 
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the marriAge (whioh took pUoe in an East End I^owdon 
ohuroh) to Amiens. There they both died of ohcden 
when the little Joanne was soaroely old eooof^ to 
realise her loss^ her great grandmother, lidme. 
Davenant^ whom Mrs. Randall was nursing, havuig 
predeceased them about a year. Had not Joanne 
discarded her surname for the more euphonioas 
Davenant of her unde, the money would doabtkas 
have long since been made oyer to her. Her father 
was always weakly, and hoped till the day ci Ua 
death that the New Zealand Land Company would 
obtain redress from the Engjish Goyemment for the 
monies expended for and by the emigrants, for 
Randall had put his all into that venture. 

Jack heard, too, that it was entirely owing to Ifias 
Martha Barnard that Jo.*s whereabouts and even 
existence had been made known. But without giving 
the young man an opportunity to express either 
surprise or distress at his recital the lawyer continued : 

" I owe you an apology, and here I tender it, I 
thought, though, it would be better both for you and 
Miss Davenant to meet for the first time alone— and 
my presence counted for nought. Had I given you 
any hint you would have refused to see her ? " 

'* Most likely I should, sir, but then *' 

^' Now don't scold, my dear fellow. Miss Davenant, 
for so she still desires to be called, came down pretty 
hard upon me for not letting her know you were in 
New York. Oh, I have been quite sufficiently punished. 
I told her, of course, that I had not the remotest idea 
that you and she were old acquaintances until you 
told me so this morning. I can't say, thoiq^h, that 
the possibility did not strike me whmi you named 
Friston-Boughton last night, but " 
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" Ah, I aee now why yon asked me tiuit impertinent 
qneation, ' Who is she t * I hope, sir, yon are satis- 
fled with yomr diplomaoy or yonr policy, whichever 
yon may please to call it," and with a viciom kick 
Jack sent a piece of flint to find an early grave in the 
ocean. *' Perhaps," he continned, with a poor attempt 
to conceal his distress, " yon will try to see this Mr. 

Wamer for me to-morrow, and if the " But, 

unable to proceed, he sprang to his feet witii what 
object he Imew not. 

" Come, come, lad, don't be foolish," said Herridew, 
ae he, too, rose and linked his arm in that of his young 
friend. " Surdy, yon don't think so badly of Miss 
Davenant as to suppose this money will make any 
difference in her friendship for yon t " 

" But how can I go to her, sir ; I, who have neither a 
name nor a penny piece to offer her } " 

" Tut, tut t "Don't talk nonsense. As for a name, I 
promise you I'll find your father if I more New York 
City from stem to stem. So don't let me hear any 
more of that rubbishy talk. I had given you credit 
for more aecse. Supposing you discover that your 
father was related to royalty, or that Was Davenant 
were a beggar to-moirow, would you give her up ? Of 
course not. There are fifty ways, I tell you, by which 
a man can make himself the social equal of a wealthy 
wife, whatever Horatio may say or think to the con- 
trary. Now this ought to put heart into you, though 
you scarcely deserve such comforting. After my 
sister and the boys had gone, Miss Davenant b^ged 
me to find you and assure you that nothing could, 
would, or should make even the slightest difference 
in her regard for you. She told me how the two d 
you had been friends in childhood, and more. ib. 
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and MiB. DtLrmmat, too, wen gniitfy in towte d 
hear of you. Mr. J. B. Warner la expected to vri 
to-nie^* and I have pramiaed to take yoa to 
Hotel Londop to-moRow eYening. It will oertaJ 
be your own fault if yoa oome back to dine with 
Bat we must get our dinner inunediatdy, <v we al 
miaa JeffeEBon in the <^Miiing acene.'* 

*^Toa are too good to me, air/' mormured Ji 
gratefolly, ^* bat gi^e me time to think.'* 

To himaelf Merridew aaid, ** A fellow who, with 
a straw of evidence, haa baflt up each a finn belid 
his mother's hcMM>ar ia a fdlow worth working i 
and, by Uncle Sam, 111 wager tiie father tama 
teampa.'* 

Bot all he said alood was " Poor Bess ! She wo 
shy the next time she bears Miss Davenant m 
tioned." 




Chaptbb VII. 

And bow do I like my position ? 

And what do I think of New YoA r 

And now in my higher ambition 

With whom do I waltz, flirty or talk ? " 

But know» if you haven't got riobes. 

And are poor, dearest Jack, and all that» 

That my neart's somenpdiere there in the ditobes. 

And you'ye struok it» on Poverty Flat. 

Bbbt Habtk. 

When Martha Barnard had somewhat recovered from 
her astonishment she ascended the hotel elevator and 
bent her steps to her sister's bedroom, telling an 
attendant to inform Mrs. Davenant of her presence 
there. 

But on her entry she discovered Mary standing 
at a window overlooking nothing but slated roofs of 
varying heights. She appeared somewhat anxious 
as she gazed down upon them, though in reality her 
thoughts were fairly divided between Jo.'s distress 
and the reflections cast by cloud and sky upon a tene- 
ment below. While Jack had been pacing the square 
a shower had fallen, and now these undried slates 
appeared to Mary's eye as sheets of fairest opal, for 
their lovely blue grew now deeper, now paler, and 
again merged into a delicious green with faintest 
tinge of crimson as sun, sky, or cloud in turn, or 
together, attempted to efface all trace of the shower. 

On Mr. Merridew's departure Biary had left uncle 

lift 
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and niece together as she often did. She wished tham 
both to feel as free and as close to each other as in the 
old days before her marriage. Her advice was never 
obtruded, though her sympathy was quick and generous 
as ever. She was well aware of Jo.'s anxiety to return 
to The Gkip, and of the girl's desire that their mode of 
living there should not be materially altered, at least 
for some time to come. And that indefinite period 
Mary rightly translated would ezfore only when Jack 
should again appear at The Qnjf, or wheal he should 
have given proof that he had forgotten its inmates. 

But who could have foreseen that he would appear 
now, and that the news of this wonderful fortune 
should have been suddenly thrust upon him ! No 
wonder he had been upset ; no wonder if he were filled 
with regrets that he had not accepted Mr. Ronaldscm's 
offer. Poor fellow ! 

But Mary's thoughts were chiefly of Jo. She had 
talked somewhat wildly after Miss Merridew and her 
nephews had departed about giving back this money. 
She did not want it, she never had wanted it, and she 
would not touch a penny more of it, if it were to out 
her off from her friends, if Jack were to be allowed 
to consider it as a barrier to their former intimacy. 

Mr. Merridew had spoken wisely and kindly. CSer^ 
tainly this money ought not to divide old friends. 
No doubt Jack was somewhat upset — that was only 
natural ; but he knew Jack, and was convinced he 
would do nothing rash. Then the lawyer had spoken 
of the hope he entertained that Mr. Warner might be 
able to throw some light upon the mystery attaching 
to Jack's birth. But Jo. was still feuful. Jack 
had looked so strange when he rushed from tiie 
would not Mr. Merridew go and look for him f 
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^^Ohy he's all rights my dear young lady,'' the 
lawyer had said ; *' if he's not with me by dinner-time 
I'll send you a tel^am." 

And now Jo. and her uncle were having a talk. 
Martin was so good, he would comfort the poor child. 
Without a doubt she would many Jack, spite of all 
Martha had said and devised. 

But there stood Martha looking brimful of news and 
importance. Mary turned at once. Her sister might 
have seen Jack; if so, he was safe. 

Oht here you are," was Martha's greeting. 

Now I needn't tell you I've seen Jack BonaldsoUy 
f(»r it's clear to me you've seen him. But one thing 
is not dear, so I'll ask you to explain." 

And the lady seated herself on an ottoman; the 
heat of the day» combined with stoutness of build and 
an abnormal thirst for information, was fatiguing. 
'* Now how does he come to know Mr. Merridew ? 
That lawyer doesn't go walking off arm-in-arm with a 
young fellow as he did five minutes ago unless he 
knows him pretty well. Now teU me." 

'* Excuse me a moment, sister ; I'll be back directiy." 
And Mary disappeared, and a second later, having 
knocked at the door of Jo.'s Uttie sitting-room, she 
entered and said, '' Jack's all right, dear. Martha 
saw him with Mr. Merridew five minutes ago." 

'^ I wanted to tell Martin that you had seen Jack 
with Mr. Merridew," Mary explained, for Martha wore 
a somewhat injured air when her sister returned to her. 

*\ How do they know each other so well, you ask ? 
Why, Jack has been travelling half over Europe with 
Mr. Merridew's two sons since he left us last August, 
and he only brought them back here yesterday. Of 
course, Jack knew nothing about Jo.'s fortune ; indeed. 
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he had no idea that she was in New Toik. It npeet 
him a good deal, I fear, but " 

'* Well, IVe told him pretty plainly that he will not 
be admitted here if he calla,'* remarked Ifartha, with 
grim decision. 

*' Martha, how dare you give orders to or about 
him ! " oried Mary. " It is for Martin to say who shall 
or shall not visit here.'' 

'' Don't attempt to browbeat me," returned Martha, 
with exasperating coolness. ^*I know whBt Fm 
doing, and I know that my duty is to see that Mr. 
Bonaldson's wishes are carried out, as well as the 
promises I made to him. But leaving Mr. Ronaldson 
out of the question, you and Martin must be daft 
indeed to encourage Jack to dangle round Joanna 
now. What is he, even with Mr. Bonaldson's money, 
which it's ten to one if he will ever have ! What is 
his name — Bonaldson ? Jones ? Eh ? " 

'^ Don't talk in that way, sister, of a boy we have 
known and loved from babyhood. He is not to be 
blamed because he has no name, neither is he to be 
despised, but rather to be honoured, because he has 
no fortune. He gave up the chance, nay, the certainty 
of fortune for Jo.'s sake, as you well know. I really am 
ashamed that you should think and speak as you do. 
I'm thankful Mr. Merridew saw Jack and took him 
off. Your unkind words would cut him keenly, poor 
fellow." 

'' And your foolish milk-and-water ways will land 
you and Martin and Joanna in a muddle. If anyone 
has the right to give advice on this matter it is certainly 
myself. Would Joanna have ever had this money if 
I had not insisted upon having the certificate of her 
birth from Davenant ! Answer me." 
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" I don't know whether she might not have had it 
later through some other channel, sister, but we all of 
us often say we wish you had never replied to the 
advertisement you saw in JUoyd'^." 

" That's gratitude, and from people who set them- 
selves up to have finer feelings than their fellows,*' 
exclaimed Martha, sarcastically, as she untied her 
bonnet-strings and fanned herself with a newspaper 
she carried. ** It's not every woman of sixty who 
would have taken the trouble to cross the Channel 
and the ocean to put money into the pocket of a giri 
that was neither kith nor kin to her. And this is my 
reward ! However, I shall not neglect my duty 
because folks are ungrateful, and whether you and 
Martin deliberately choose to neglect the opportunity 
of making your niece a Countess, as she well might be» 
I shall write to Mr. Bonaldson to-night, and I shall tell 
Imn it is my wish that Jack does not visit us while 
we are here, but that I am unable to do more than 
express my wishes, seeing I am not in my own house. 
One word before I go (Bridget will have tea waiting 
forme), let me again urge upon you and Martin the 
wisdom of returning to England as soon as possible." 

'' We are all anxious to do so." 

'' Don't interrupt, please. By England I mean 
London. Take a house near Hyde Park. Have Jo. 
presented at Court, and you will soon have plenty of 
suitors for her hand — suitors Mr. Bonaldson and 
Lord Clanfalkland himself would be thankful to 
receive as guests." 

'' Yet once you told me that Jo. might be thankful 
if Lord Clanfalkland's " 

*' Hold your tongue, Mary. You have no sense of 
decorum. Whatever I may have said in the past I 
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have no wish to deny ; bot oonditioiiB, oiroamstaiMeB 
all were so different a year ago. Besides, tlia giil 
herself — ^who would have guessed that she would ever 
have turned out such a beauty, a little rough-headed, 
pale-faced chit as she was at twelve f If I had only 
the handling of her fortunes she would soon have a 
title. There are heaps of tiie nobility that would be 
thankful to have her purse. And now she has a 
picture ia the Sal — ^whatever 3^u oaU that OaUery in 
Paris — she will have fame as well as money. Yoa'll 
ruin her prospects with your fads, though. However, 
I shall do my best for her, spte of your ingratitade." 

And the sisters, kissing in perfunot<»y fa shion, 
parted. 

ICary, left by herself, did not return to the window, 
but paced up and down the room. The difficulty in 
dealing with Martha arose chiefly from her habit ol 
advancing undeniable truths as arguments. There 
was no denying that she, and she only, had brought 
this wealth to Jo. How strange that she should have 
insisted upon having the certificate of Jo.'s birth from 
Martin, strange that she should have copied it, and 
stranger still that she should have seen the advertise- 
ment offering a handsome reward for information 
ccmceming the child or children, living or dead, of 
Sarah Bennet or Randall. Certainly there was no 
denying that circumstances had entirely changed for 
all the inmates of Heather's Edge and Ttie Gap during 
the past year. Neither could there be any manner of 
doubt that Jo. was very beautiful. Within the past 
nine months her beauty had impressed itself upon all 
who came in contact with her. Decidedly she could 
hold her own in dignity and loveliness with any titled 
beauty in England or any country. Money, of course. 
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brought with it its own peculiar responsibilitieB and 
duties, yet Mary felt convinced that Jo. would make 
over every penny of her fortune to some charitable 
institution were Jack to be driven from her side on 
account of it. And rightly, too, Mary thought. Had 
not Jack foregone as much for her, and not money 
only but name and position ? Martha's arguments 
might be undeniable, unanswerable from a certain 
point of view, but Mary's sympathies were entirely 
with Jack and Jo. Indeed, she owned to herself that 
if it were possible Martin should manifest a disposition 
to adopt Martha's arguments, she — ^Mary-Hshould 
feel ccnnpelled to aid the lovers. 

Here a knock at the door was followed by the entrance 
of Davenant. 

'' Poor child ! " he said ; '*she is happier now that she 
knows Jack is with Merridew. I think Merridew was 
somewhat to blame, though, in not preparing either 
one or both of them for the meeting. She is gone to 
lie down, and will be glad if you will go to her, Maiy, 
in about an hour's time. She will be all right by 
dinner-time, she says." 

Then Mary told him of ICartha's visit ; how she had 
forbidden Jack to call at the hotel, and of her intention 
to inform Mr. Bonaldson at once that the young man 
was in New York. 

'^ She may tell the banker just what she chooses — 
I mind not. But we will not let her order-^that is to 
say, spcHl our little Jo.'s life. No, I have promised 
the child that while we are here Jack shall come and 
go as he did at The Gap in the days when they were 
children. And when he is of age^ quite his own master, 
then he shall say what he wishes to me and to her. 
He has the heart of gold, Mary, as you know — and 
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how the lawyer did praise him ! Think wbBt it is for 
one so young to have had those boys all to himsfilf 
for months ! '* 

And Jo., in her daricened chamber, was rejoicing 
in all that Mr. Merridew had detailed. As she lay on 
her bed she held Jack's parting gift in her hand. The 
soft, flexible binding seemed to retnm the preesnre 
of her fingers, and now and again she would open it 
at the fly-leaf and press her burning cheek or HpB 
beneath th^ writing — '^Jo., from Jack.** Benealhf 
because it was there his hand had rested when he 
traced the words, and so often had her cheek or lip 
touched that spot she saw with shame its whitenees 
was for ever dimmed. 

But he was coming to-morrow, and Dads had 
promised to be no more angry with him ! How strange 
it was ! Dads had thrown Jack over last year because 
he would not take his uncle's riches. This year it 
was Jo. who had the riches — Jo., for whose sake Jack 
had willingly given up name and fortune. And Jo. 
smiled to herself as the dimmed page of the little 
book rested against her hot cheek, for she had re- 
solved that all this wealth of hers should be made over 
to Jack as soon as ever they two should be married. 

Why, there was no one to compare with him in looks 
or ways. She knew well enough (for how could she 
help knowing ?) that if she but lifted her finger half-a- 
dozen men would fall at her feet. It was so even at 
Mentone before this fortune had come to her — at 
Mentone, where her uncle and Mary had taken her 
after the Paris visit because they thought she was ailing. 
And it was when they were there that Miss Martha 
had come bringing the news of some money that would 
be hers if she would go to New York for it. How 
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Jo. had hated the idea of this money leet Jack should 
hear of it, and never come near her again ! 

But now all was well, and Jack was coming to see 
her to-morrow ! And his love was just as strong as 
ever, or he would never have looked so sad when 
he heard of her wealth. Perhaps he would refuse 
her money as he had refused the banker's. Then 
if he would not have it, Jo. was determined she would 
not. Well, she would have a long talk with Mr. 
Warner about it when he returned from Indiana ; 
he would understand and arrange things just as she 
wished, for she and he were great friends. 

He had known her father, the father she but dimly 
remembered — the father who, so Mr. Warner said, 
had once interposed to save that gentleman's life. 
Ah, it was good to have had a father so brave, and 
with so good a heart ! And to think that the only 
piece of jewdlery she had ever possessed was a little 
brooch Mr. Warner had sent as a parting gift to her 
father ! 

It would be an easy matter to make Mr. Warner 
understand that she would be happier without this 
money. Yet how could she explain ? No, it would 
not be at all easy, but Mary would help her. 

What a lot she had to tell Jack when he came ! 
There was the picture she had painted in France 
which now hung in the Salon, and much, much more. 
And he was coming to-morrow ! 
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Chafteb VIII. 

A paiHonftte oatpouziiig of the founte 

Of deepest tenderness and grief ; • . . A aong 

Throndi sU whose tesrfnl sadness there yet ahoiie 

A mild, unshakwn star, the faith sablimo 

That ever pointed upmrd, a great trust 

In Him who doeth all thinn welL 



Joseph Jeffbbsok's rendering of Bip Van Winkle 
might, or might not, be beyond praise, for Jack, after 
sitting through the performance, was incapable of 
expressing any opinion concerning it. His thoughts 
were entirely occupied with his own concerns, and 
though his eyes were upon the stage, his critical 
faculties were absorbed in the examination of various 
roUa which, on varying pretexts, presented them- 
K selves as certain to secure distinction to whom-so- 

l> ever decided to adopt them. 

\v The arguments and, above all, the pledge to dis- 

i^ cover his father the lawyer had brought forward 

Iji and made on Governor's Island, together with the 

messages from Jo. and Davenant, had raised his fainting 
courage. Despair was ousted ; the mist she had created 
about his ouUook was vanishing; possibilities were 
assuming solid proportions, and once more Jo. stood 
forth the goal of his ambition, as she was, and would 
ever be, the queen of his heart and life. 

There was logic, good logic, he silently affirmed, in 
Mr. Merridew's redwiio ad dbsurdum. As if Jo. 

964 
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without a penny were not a thonsand times more 
desirable than gold, yea, than much fine gold; a 
worthy mate, indeed, for any royal soion. 

But fortunately for Jack no royal scion now had 
power to gain her ear ; of that he was convinced, for 
all at once Memory presented him with a picture she 
had had for some hours in her keeping — a picture which 
blotted out entirely the stage, its figures and equip- 
ment. In their stead the lovely figure of a girl, with 
harebell eyes, filled his vision, a giri whose hand 
rested upon his arm detainingly, whose voice broke 
upon his ear in a tender passion of entreaty. 

'* Qu^aa in done f Qu^aa in done f Econiez ! Jt vaia 
renoncer iotUe &uiU, ceUe fortune hHe ! '* 

Jack stirred upon his seat ; his eyes were film- 
bound, his mind made up. Jo. at all cost, even the 
cost of his pride! 

Then he fell again to the consideration of ways and 
means, for he was determined that the home, if 
nothing else, should be of his providing. He would, 
moreover, make himself the social equal of his wife, 
as Mr. Merridew phrased it. Fifty ways were open 
to the attainment of that end, the lawyer had said, 
and, while the bright chorus " Rip, Rip, Rip ! '' 
resounded through the house Jack busily weighed 
pros, and cona. 

Yet nothing could be done until the missing father 
was found ; for his mother's sake, as much as for his 
own and Joanna's — nay, more— the search must be 
pressed and New York City, as Mr. Merridew had 
promised, '^ moved from stem to stem.'' Surely God 
would Himself aid in establishing the honour of one 
who had so nobly devoted herself to His suffering 
poor! 
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But the play was o^er, and two minates later the 
Bferridew party were warmly duouaaaiig it and the 
chief actor as the carriage n^pidly oonveyed tham to 
Fifth Avenue. In this new interest tiie boys forgot 
for the time being the nouveaux riehea, and Jack 
gained his chamber well pleased to have soooeeafully 
escaped Horatio's oritipisms. 

'' I generally get a walk in the Park after my bath,*' 
the lawyer had quietly remarked to the young man as 
he bade him good-night. '^ If you oare to join me I 
shall leave the house at seven sharp.'' 

On reaching his room the question as to what pro- 
fession or occupation he should engage in again obtruded 
itself. There were, of course, eminent lawyers, and 
eminent lawyers sometimes, and after many years of 
successful practice, were elevated to the rank of judge. 
Then there was the profession of letters. Writing 
might prove to be his metier , and if he cultivated style 
and all that makes for literature he might find dis- 
tinction as an author. 

This suggestion gave Jack pleasure. He knew his 
classics well ; he was no mean linguist ; he possessed 
also a first-hand acquaintanceship with most European 
cities and works of art. Moreover, the life of an 
author appeared to Jack's inexperienced eye a life of 
perfect freedom. 

He had kept a journal of his late travels with the 
Merridew boys. He would have a look at it and see 
how it read. He might even finish it now, for his 
mind was too busy for sleep. He had not written a 
line on the passage from Hamburg to New York, for 
that — his first sea-voyage of any length — ^he had 
determined to enjoy to the full. 

Where had the thing got to ? It was certainly in 
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his bag at Hamburg, for he now remembered he had 
plaoed it in the deep pocket that ran all along one 
side, lest the German officials, with their ready sus- 
piciousness, should light upon it and imagine the 
document contained plans of their border defences. 
It was wonderful how much this bag of his mother's 
held. He really must turn it out. 

'^I don't think it has been emptied since I left 

Heather's Edge. Ho ! Here's the little ikon I bought 

for Jo. I thought I put that in the box with my ties ! " 

But this was not the ikon ; that was square, this 

was oval and smaller than the ikon. 

"' Horatio must have slipped this in to give me a 
surprise. How he could have done so without my 
knowledge quite gets over me ! " 

Walking across to the gas-jet to examine his find 
more closely, Jack exclaimed with delight as his eye 
fell upon one of the most exquisitely-painted minia- 
tures he had ever seen. And he knew good work when 
he saw it. 

The portrait 'was either by Cosway or Sullivan, 
most likely the latter, and must be at least fifty yeara 
old. A lovely woman in a low, square bodice of 
pale green silk, and of a charming figure, stood out 
against a sky of a warm green hue. Her lily and 
rose complexion was wrought with consummate art> 
her hair of a rich brown fell into natural waves and 
curls ; a knot of primroses appeared in her stomacher, 
and about her slender, well-poised neck a string of 
pearls. 

^' Where could Horatio have picked up this gem ? 
But that youth never had the money it must or ought 
to have cost. It is a treasure, and no mistake ! " 
By this time Jack had the bag upon a chair beneath 
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the gas-jet, and after diving again into the d/b&p side 
pocket, he brought up another miniatme, evidently 
the companion portrait, probably the husband of the 
lady in the bodice of pale green. 

The conviction now impressed itself upon him that 
these miniatures must have been in the bag when Miss 
Mary made it over to him last August, and that tiiey 
were connected with the story of his birth. But why 
had he not seen them then ! 

He now proceeded to take out every article from 
the pocket, but discovered notliing more than he had 
himself placed there. Certainly those miniatures were 
not visible when he packed the bag bef(»e leaving 
Heather's Edge, or was it possible that they were 
there in some pocket or receptacle then concealed 
from view ? Jack had heard of false sides and bottoms 
to boxes and bags, secret drawers, and such things. 

His excitement was intense, though under firm 
control. He would destroy the bag utterly, if need be, 
in his endeavour to solve this mystery. Taking his 
penknife he cut the leather pocket right out and then 
discovered that the bag had, as he had conjectured, 
a false bottom, the spring of which was concealed by 
the deep side pocket. The bottom was not more than 
an inch in thickness, and when Jack drew from it 
several broad sheets of old-fashioned letter-paper 
neatly folded, he understood how it was the miniatures 
had not bulged or made their presence noticeable. 
They had lain beneath the smoothly-folded paper and 
close to the true bottom of the bag. 

No doubt the rough-and-tumble life the bag had 
known of late had set the spring in action, and so 
dislodged the miniatures. But that they should have 
remained there, together with these no doubt important 
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papers, for more than twenty years, impressed Jack 
with the feeling that their concealment had been 
nothing less than the handiwork of Destiny. 

As he unfolded the packet one or two loose papers 
fell to the ground. But he gave them no heed, eye 
and attention riyeted upon the fine pointed writing 
of the document he held, which bore in clear though 
fading ink the heading : 

Diary of Eleanor Oavin Ronaldson, 1846. 

Jack recognised he was on the brink of an important 
discovery. What might not these pages disclose ? 
But bracing himself to meet the unknown he sat 
down, and soon became absorbed in the story his 
mother had set forth. 

The journal commenced — as the date proved — 
directly after the brother and sister separated for 
the two years' absence Miss Barnard had told 
him of before he left Heather's Edge last August. 
And Jack was surprised at the very evident relief 
this temporary separation afforded the writer ; relief , 
not merely because she was leaving Hurstwick for a 
time, but relief because she was parting from her 
brother. Yet that she loved him very dearly was 
abundantly manifest. 

But as Jack continued to read, he soon discovered 
there was someone, even in 1846, she had loved still 
better. Some one named Jim ; some one who had died 
years before ; some one of whom her brother, by his 
peculiar mode of wearing his hair, put her in constant 
and painful remembrance ; some one, moreover, whom 
she, the writer, considered herself largely responsible 
for trouble he had evidently undergone. In Dublin 

24 
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she would not have these contiiraal reminders of 
" the happy days '' when she and Tom and Jim 
" played the fool " together. 

Jim most certainly (so the journal inferred) knew 
nothing of her love, the love of a girl of seventeen, 
who had even then resolved that none but Jim should 
ever woo her. Even Tom was not made acquainted 
with the girFs secret. 

'' Poor Tom ! It helps him, I suppose, to wear his 
hair-coat. Ah, well ! " 

Then came a description of the horrors of the potato 
famine, the call of the Rev. John Jones, and the writer's 
glad response. Afterwards the story of the emigration 
project, the landing and detention in New York, the 
coming of a Spanish priest to minister to the party of 
Irish the writer had in charge. 

From the chronicling of this latter circumstance 
the whole atmosphere of the journal changed. The 
writer's devotion to her charges was as great as ever, 
perhaps greater. But a wondrous joy had place of the 
calm pleasure her work had hitherto aJSorded. 

The '' Jim " she had so long regarded as dead was 
actually alive— ^he had seen and talked with him I 
Self-regret was banished, her outlook was brightly 
tinted, a song of gladness sped the hours from dawn 
to dark. 

Then came passages to read which Jack somehow 
felt to be an injustice to the dead. Was it right that 
any should enter the very holy of holies of a woman's 
heart ? To do so was certainly sacrilege, albeit a 
revelation. 

Did good women love as this woman had loved ? 
What if Jo. loved him with a love so pure, so strong, 
so tender, and, withal, so elevating ! His whole being 
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thriUed as he contemplated it. Could he ever be worthy 
of suoh affection ! 

Again the journal claimed him. The importance of 
keeping the unexpected meeting with '" Jim '' a secret 
until the brother (away in New Zealand) had returned 
was more thaH once referred to, as well as the necessity 
for caution in disclosing the very questionable fact 
of his existence to his father, the Marquis of Pier- 
hampton, until the disposition of that nobleman 
towards the son with whom he had quarrelled could be 
ascertained. 

Here Jack unconsciously dropped the diary and, 
in his agitation, paced the room. Could it indeed be 
possible that he was the grandson of the Marquis of 
Pierhampton, grandson of the nobleman whose sole 
surviving son was not only childless, but an invalid 1 
If so, then he, Jack, the hitherto nameless one, was 
heir to the marquisate ! Jo ? Jo. a marchioness f 
That was the very position for her ! But softly ; the 
marriage he had yet to read of — ^yet, perhaps, to 
prove. 

Deeply agitated, he unconsciously stooped and 
picked up the hitherto unheeded papers that had fallen 
to the floor. A moment afterwards he became aware 
that he held between his fingers the long and vainly- 
sought certificate of his mother's marriage with 
''James Bagshot Warner, of Pierton Abbey, Hurst- 
wick, England," a letter, too, from that individual 
penned on bourd the Clytie, as well as a letter in his 
mother's handwriting addressed to '' Mr. Thomas 
Bonaldson, Hurstwick, England " — this last dated 
a month before the writer finally left New York. With 
difficulty Jack restrained himself from going straight- 
way to Mr. Merridew. There was no mistake, of that 
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he was oonvinced. Bat now his thoughts were i 
longer of Jo., no longer even of himself, but of tho 
two out off 80 cruelly from eaoh other just when thf 
future had worn such roseate huea. Eagerly Jai 
returned to the journal in the hope of discoverli 
further tidings of hb father. But though no mo 
essential fact than the loose papers contained was 
be found in its pages. Jack was able to understai 
how comparatively easy it had been for his mothi 
to leave her charges for thirty-six hours without pr 
voking comment. Then no home such as New Yoi 
has now at the Battery existed for arriving emigrantt 
consequently the members of Gleaner Ronaldaon 
party were scattered, and, many of them being sic 
she rarely saw tliem all on the same day. 

The hand of Fate Jack seemed to detect in all th 
buBiness. Evidently his mother had had no desii 
to marry until her brother's return ; but when, af t< 
accompanying Jim to Boston to see him off by tt 
fast ship (one of the first steamboats to run to Ne' 
Zealand), that vessel was delayed at its mooring 
another twenty-four hours, she had been unable t 
resist her lover's pleadings. And if the marriage pn 
liminaries required by English law had been in vogu 
in Boston the marriage could not have taken plac< 
" and then," Jack silently commented, " I should b 
non-exist«nt. 

The irony of fate culminated in the fact that th 
last entry in the journal had been made at Heather' 
Edge the very morning of the day on which the write 
died. It was not possible for Jack to read these fina 
words, BO redolent of hope, so sentient of love, wit! 
undimmed eyes : 
The thought that Jim may come witJi Tom toKiay to ttka lu' 
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on to Hantwiok filk me with joy too deep for words. How often 
hare I blamed myself for letting him go from me ; sometimes, too, 
hare I blamed myself for yielding at the last moment to his prayer 
that we should marry. Yet no, I would not hare thingi other than 
they are ; it is so sweet to know that he is in very truth my dear, 
dear love, my sweet sweetheart, my husband ! An 1 what joy will 
be his when he knows of our little son. Fly, fly ! oh dragging hours, 
and bring my dear love back to me ! But it may be that he and 
Tom have not yet met, and that I must teU aU the wondrous story 
before he can return. Tom will not, perhaps, at first believe ; he 
will, perhaps, be angry that Jim is not with me. But it is I myself 
who sent my dear love away ; I only am to blame for this. Jim, 
dear heart, would have me go with him then and there. Ah I 
how masterful he was, but I was firm. My work remained undone ; 
I had upon me the care of all those unhappy Irish. How could I 
leave them in their misery and drown myself in happiness : I, I 
who had already drunk of it from a brimming cup ? Ah I that 
parting I But courage, it is now the hour for meetmg ; my heart 
almost stands still ; it is so full of joy, for if Jim comes not with 
Tom we shall see him soon at Hurstwick. No, no. Thou God of 
Love, who hast the wide world for Thy pleasure ground and eternity 
for enjoyment. Thou wilt not. Thou oouldst not, snatch our tiny 
garden plot of happiness from us. 

Later. These people here tell me I must not expect " my hus- 
band '* before ten o'clock to-morrow. Evidently they think Tom 
is my husband, and it will not do to undeceive them, or Miss Martha 
(the elder sister) might put me to the door, she is so very, very 
proper. The singular thing is that^ as Tom and Jim have both been to 
New Zealand, when I am speaking of the latter, these people imagine 
I am referring to the former. But what does it matter ? Next 
year Jim and I and little Jack will come here and tell these sisters 
the wonderful story. Supposing Tom should not have reached 
Hurstwick ! I will telegraph to-morrow for Mr. Brotherton. I 
feel I must tell someone my secret before I enter Hurstwick. He 
is a man to be trusted, ana he would go for me to the Marquis. 
Ah, if only Mr. Jones had Uved he would have done this for me 
long ago ! But I am getting despondent. Wake up, O heart ; 
thy love flies to thy n&. No longer shalt thou bear thy burden 
of secrecy ; no longer shall cruel tongues prick nor oruM glances 
stab thee. Thy suffering time is spent; joy is at hand. Why, 
Tom will have to cut his curls off ! What a glad man he'll be ! 
But I wish he could have been with me to-day. Now, my sole 
confidante, my book, I put you away for the last time in your 
safe hiding-place with the miniatures and my marriase lines. The 
letter I wrote to Tom explaiidng all will not be needed, yet I will 
leave it ; one never knows what may happen. Why do I thus f or- 
bode sorrow ? The false bottom I had made for these precious 
things will discover itself to anjrone who diUgently searches the 
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bftg. Mid Tom wtU 8e«rbh diligaitlv; the ipfiiig ftote mXL M; 
dear, dear love, I kiss my heart to toee ; it aehes lor tliee. 06m 

Suiokly and shelter me within thine anna ! Mt head that I hav 
eld to proudly longs — ah 1 Ck>d knowa how miMm it kogii ! — ^tolea 
once again on thy dear Inreast Fn*, tluroiigh Ufa* through deatl 
and on through immortality I am your love, your wife ! 

Your 

Eluhob Gatxh Wabiv] 



Chapter IX. 

Tell me, gentle traveller, who hast wandered throng the world 
and aeon the sweetest roses blow, and the brightest ghding rivers 
of all thine eyes have seen which is the fairest land ? Shall I tell 
thee, child, where Nature is most blest and fair ? It is where 
those whom we love abide. The space mav be small, but it is 
more ample than kingdoms ; it may be a desert, but through it 
runs the river of Paradise, and there are the enchanted bowers. 

The Zend-Avesta. 

Before ten o'clock next morning Jack was seated 
in solitude at the lawyer's office penning, by that gen- 
tleman's advice, an accomit of his wonderful dis- 
coveries to the Marquis of Pierhampton and Mr. Tom 
Bonaldson. 

Merridew, in his own private sanctum, was busy 
with a copy of Debrett's English Peerage. ^'The 
difBiculty, as far as I can see the only one," he solilo- 
quised, as he examined the statements under '' Pier- 
hampton," '' will be the identification of the person- 
age who married Miss Bonaldson with this Lord 
James Bagshot Warner, whose death is given here 
as having taken place in 1837. There is no manner 
of doubt that she recognised him as the ' Lord Jim ' 
she had so secretly and romantically attached herself 
to in her girlhood. But the question is whether, not 
the Marquis, but the heir-apparent will make that a 
point of dispute. Fortunately the journal casts 
some light on the intervening years between the sup- 
position of his death and his appearance in New York. 
This Don Guadeloupe Vallejo is actually living, I 
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belieye ; at any rate, there is a town named after him 
in California. Then Thomas 0. Larkin was over here 
last month with his family. He will inform us whether 
he had an English friend calling himself * James 
James' in the forties and if 'James James,' *Lord 
Jim,' and J. B. Warner, Esq., are not one and the 
same, and the father of Master Jack here I'll — well, I 
never make rash promises, but if I'm wrong I solemnly 
declare I'll eat my new silk hat.'* 

And the lawyer rose and put Debrett in its place. 
He felt like a schoolboy in his gladness. 

"' I'll go at once and ferret him out, he was to return 
last night, and when I've put one or two leading ques- 
tions we shall know where we are. But Jack must give 
me a copy of the marriage certificate." 

So he looked in upon the young man, and while 
the latter made the transcription, Merridew took 
up The New York Tribune, which hitherto he had had 
neither time nor inclination to examine. In turkiing 
to the stocks and shares column, his eye was caught 
by the heading in leaded type, '^ A Romance in Eng- 
lish High Life." A glance at the printed matter 
below revealed the names '' Marquis of Pierhampton," 
'' Lord Jim," " Miss Ronaldson," and in a few minutes 
he was aware that young Jack's right to the title of the 
Honourable John Warner was not likdy to be dis- 
puted in Hurstwick. The ^^ romance " was almost 
a literal reproduction of the details published by 
command of the Marquis in the Hurstwick Advertiser 
the Saturday after the receipt of the d'Acunha letter, 
and Merridew found himself in the triumphant posi- 
tion of instrument in furnishing not only the lacking 
marriage certificate but the lost heir himself. 

As Jack handed him the copy he had asked for, the 
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lawyer silently pointed to the newspaper article, and 
hurriedly leaving the room proceeded at once to the 
telegraph office, whence he cabled to Pierton Abbey — 
" Marriage certificate found. Further particulars fol- 
low. — ^Merridew, U.S. Treasury lawyer." 

The next moment he was (hiving post-haste to the 
Hotel Cosmopolitaine, and to his delight found Mr. 
J. B. Warner and the Spanish padre there, and willing 
to receive him. 

Jack, newspaper in hand, was rooted to his chair. 
The rapidity with which the dense mystery, which 
had surrounded him from his very birth, had dis- 
persed itself, tdmost took away his breath and power 
of motion. But all at once the consciousness that 
this strange story must be lying read or unread in 
every house and hotel in New York roused him to 
instant action. Snatching up the letters he had 
written and sealed, he gave them to a clerk for imme- 
diate despatch, and, turning the key upon the room 
containing the precious journal and certificate, he 
boarded a street car and was soon scaling the steps 
of the Hotel London. If Davenant got wind of his 
position there was no telling what he might do. 

An hour later Miss Barnard burst in upon Mr. and 
Mrs. Davenant as they were quietly discussing family 
matters. 

'' Was that young Jack I saw in the hall as I got 
into the elevator ? " she asked, excitedly. " If so—" 

But here Davenant interrupted, anxious to avoid 
anything like a scene. '^Jack was here for close 
on an hour this morning, and only left because Mr. 
Merridew sent a special messenger for him. The 
lawyer wanted him at once ; he thought he had found 
his father." 

26 






i 



878 AN OATH IN HEAVEN. 

" Yes, Bister, and even if that should prove a fa] 
hope, we decided last night that notJiing shall ini* 
fere with Jack's frieDdship for Jo.," continued Mai 
" and I may as well tell you at once they will max 
when he comes of age." 

" I'm very glad to hear it," was Martha's Burpriai 
rejoinder, as she sank upon an ottoman and om 
menced to unfold the newspaper she carried ; " 
fact, I hurried up here on purpose to adviae yoa bo 
to do all in your power to keep up the intimacy t 
tween the two." 

" Really, Martha, I confess I caimot understaj 
you," said Mary, chidingly ; " last night you wf 
going to write to Mr. Ronaldson " 

" But I didn't ! " interrapted the other, with 
enei^ surprising in a woman of aixtj-one. " No, 
was sharper than that, I cabled — cabled, you und< 
stand ? I knew Mr. Ronaldson would refund t 



Martin and Mary looked unutterable things ; 
appeared an impossible task for either of them 
attempt to comprehend the speaker. 

" And lucky I did so, though I must say I general 
do have luck with my ventures, be they guinea-fon 
or a cow in calf," continued Miss Barnard. " O 
you dreamers ! " (and here her contempt flowed 
an overwhelming flood upon the devoted heads of h 
listeners) " when will you act like ordinary humt 
beings and read the papers ? Here, teke this, ai 
when you've read the story it tells be thankful yt 
have a relative whose head is stocked with brain 
instead of pegs for foolish fancies to dangle from ! " 

As the wondering pair took the proffered joumt 
Martha observed with immense self-complacency : 




AN OATH m HEAVEN. 879 

^' You will notice that a large reward is offered for 
any news concerning Jack's whereabouts. Of course, 
I could claim it, but I have resolved to say nothing 
about it. I shall prefer to be the adviser of the 
young people who are so largely indebted to mei* 

But quite in another vein was the rejoicing of Padre 
Geronimo Encamacion. Leaving the father and son, 
who till that moment had nev^ seen each other, he 
shut himself in the chamber Jim had provided 
for him at the Cosmopolitaine. With hands clasped 
behind his back, and head erect, he paced the floor. 
'" At last ! at last ! " he cried. " Ah, Jacobo, at last ! 
For thee these words were written ; for thee are these 
promises." 

And with the joy of him who joyeth only in the 
joy of another, he repeated in Spanish those poetic 
words from Isaiah : '" In overflowing wrath I hid my 
face from thee for a moment, but with everlasting 
kindness will I have mercy on thee, saith the Lord thy 
Redeemer. Behold, I will set thy stones in fair 
colours and lay thy foimdations with sapphires. And 
I wiU make thy pinnacles of rubies and thy gates of 
carbuncles, and all thy border of precious stones. And 
all thy children shall be taught of the Lord ; and great 
shall be the peace of thy children." 



THE END. 
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